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Advertiſement. 


HE Author of the following Pieces 
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all mortal Rhimes , 'us no great mater 117 
what method they have been plac'd, n- 
more than whether Ode,Elegy, or Saryr b 144: 
the honor of Wiping firſt. Bur if the / ++ 
what he has formerly made Public, -- 
happy asto live, and come forth in an © 
| tionall rogether,perhaps he may then ct. - :: 
them worth the ſorting in berter Order. -/ 
mare he means ms read / : 
very Sparkiſh Dedication, it he can buc /-: 
Ct © tre edn TIL. 
A 2 Will 
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will give a goad parcel of Guinmies for be- 
ing handiomly flatrer'd. Then likewiſe the 
Reader (for his farther comfort) may ex- 
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as” Trappings of A Author ; his Head 54 
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the Year of his Age, Commendatory Ver- 
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pals it for Auchenrick, This at preleme is 
concent to come abroad naked , Undedica- 
ted, and Unprefac'd , without "one kind 
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The POET brizes bimſelf in, 4s diſcour fing with s 
Dottor of the Vuroverfity upon the Subject enſuing, 


() F all the Creatures in the world that be, . 
Beaſt, Fiſh, or Fowl, that go, or ſwim,or fly 


| Throughout the Globe from London to Japan, 
 Thearrant'ſt Fool uw my opinion's Man. 


What ? (ſtrait I'm taken up) as Ant, a Fly, 


| ff tiny Mite, which we can bardiy ſee 
B Withest 


——_—_— 


. The Eighth SATTR of 
Without a Perſpeftroe, a filly Aſs, 
Or freakiſh Ape > Dare you affirm, that theſe 
Have greater ſenſe than Man Ay, queſtionleſs., 
Dottor, | find you're ſhock'd art this diſcourſe : 
Mas is (you cry) Lord of the Univerſe ; 
For him was this fair frame of Nature made, 
And all the Creatures for his aſe, and aid: 
To him alone of all the living kind, 
Has bounteous Heav'n the reas ning gift afſgn'd. 
True Sir, that Reaſon ever was hus lot, 
Bur thence I argue Man the greater Sor. 

This idle talk, (you ſay) and rambling fluff 
May paſs in Satyr, aud take well enough 
With Sceptick Fools, who are diſpes d to jeer 
At ſerious things : but you muſt make't appear 
By ſolid proof. Believe me, Sir, I'll do't : 
Take you the Desk, and lct's tliſpure it our. 
Then by your favour, tell me firſt of all, | 
What 'tis, which you grave DoCtors Wiſdom call ? 


_—___ co ne 


You 


Mmnfreur Boileau, imitated. J 
| Youanſwer: '7is an evenneſt of Soul, 
A ſteddy temper, which no carts controul, 
No paſſtons ruffle, nor defires inflame, 
Still conſtant to its ſelf, and ſtil the ſame, 
That does in all its ſlow Reſobvrs advance, 
With graver fleps than Renchers, when they dance. 
Moſt eruc; yer is rot this, I dare maintain, 
Leſs usd by any, than the Fool, call'd Man. 
The wiſer Emmet, quotcd juſt before, 


In Summer time ranges the Fallows o're 
With pains, and labour, to lay in his ſtore : 
Bur when the bluſt'ring North with ruffling blaſts 
Saddens the year, and Nature overcaſts ; 
The prudent Infect, hid in privacy, 
Enjoys the fruits of his paſt induſtry. 
No Ant of ſenſe was e're ſo awkard ſeen, 
To drudgin Winter, loirer in rhe Spring, 
Bur fillier Man, in his miſtaken way, 
By Reaſon, his falſe guide, is led aſtray : 
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4 The eighth SATTR of 

Toſt by a thouſand guſts of wavering doubr, 

His reſtleſs mind till rolls from thought to 
thought : 

In cach reſolve unſteddy, and unfixt, 

And what he one day loaths, deſires the next. 


Shall I, ſo fam'd for many a tuant jef 
On wiving, now go take a jilt at laſt ? 
Shall I turn Husband, and my ſtation chooſe, 
Amoneft the reverend Martyrs of the Nooſe ? 
No, there are fools enough beſides in Town, 
To furniſh work for Satyr, and Lampoon : 
Few months before cried the unthinking Sor, 
Who quickly after, hamper'd in the knor, 
Was quoted for an inſtance by the reſt, 
And bore his Fate, as tamcly as the beſt, 
And _ , that Heav'n from ſome miraculous 
For him alone had drawn a faithful Bride, | 
This is our image juſt : ſuch is that vain, 
Thar fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature, Man : 


= Mp. PT _ 


Meonfiear Boilcau, imitated. 5 
More changing than a Weathercock, his Head 
Ne'er wakes with the ſame thoughts , he went to 


Irkfome toall beſide, and ill at caſc, 
He neither others, nor himſclf can pleaſe : 
Each minute round his whirling humors run, 
Now he'sa Trooper, and a Pricſt anon, 
To day in Buff, ro morrow in a Gown. 

Yer, pleas'd with idle whimſics of his brain, 
And rd ga pride , this haughty thing would 


Be rhought himſelf the only ſtay, and prop, 
That holds the mighty frame of Nature up: 
The Skies and Stars his propertics mult ſeem, 
And turn-ſpit Angels tread the ſpheres for him: 
Of all the Creatures he's the Lord (he cries) 
More abſolute, thaa the Frezch King of his. 
And who is there (ay you) that dares deny 

So own'd a truth > That may be, Sir, do I. 


Jy B 3 Bur 


i 
; 
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The eighth SATIR of 

Bur to omit the controverſic here, 

Whether, if mer, the Paſſenger and Bear, + 

This or the other ſtands in greater fear, 

Or, if an Att of Parliament ſhould paſs 

Thar all the /riſþ Wolves ſhould quit the place, 

They'd ſtrait obey the Starutes high command, 

And at a minutes warning rid the Land : 

This boaſted Monarch of the world, that aws 

The Creatures here, and with his beck gives laws ; 

This titular King, who thus pectends to be 

The Lord of all, how many Lords has he? 

The luſt of Mony, and the luſt of Power, 

With Love, and Hate, and rwenty pafſions _. 

Hold him their ſlave, and chain him go the Oar. 
Scarce has ſoft ſleep in ſilence clos'd his eyes, 

7p! (ſtrait ſays Avarice)'tis time 76 14/e. 

Not yet: oneminute longer. 7/p/ (ſho cries) 

Th'Exchange, and ops are hardly open yer. 

No matter : Riſe ! Bur after all, for what ? 


| 


_- F —_ 


Meonfieur Boileau, imitated, 
D'ye ask 2 go, cat the Line, double the Cape, 
Traverſe from end to end the ſpacious deep : 

Search both the Indies, Bantam, a»d Japan : 

Fetch Sagars from Barbadocs, Wines from Spain. 
Whar need all this : I've wealth cnough in ſtore, 
I thank the Fates, nor care for adding more. 

Tou cannot have too much, this point to gain, 


Tou muſt no Crime, no Perjury refrain, 
Hunger you muſt endure, Hardſhip, and Want, 
Amidſt full Barns keep an eternal Lent, 
And, tho you've more than B—m has ſpent, 

Or C—n got, like flingy B—el ſate, 

And grudg your ſelf the charges of a Grave, 

And the ſmall Ranſom of a fingle Groat, 

From Sword, or Halter to redeem your Throat. 

And pray, why all this ſparing ? Don't you know? 
Only Cenrich a ſpendibrift Heir, or ſo : 

Who ſtall, when you are timely dead, and gone, 

With bis gilt Coach, and Six amuſe the Town, 


s 4 
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Keep his gay brace of Punks, and wainly give 
More for a night, than you to fine for Shrieve. 
But you loſe time ! the Wind, and Veſſel waits, 
Quick, It's aboard ! Hey for the Downs , and 
$rreights. 

Or, if all-powerful Mony fail of charms 
To tempt the wretch, and puſh him on to harms : 
With a ſtrong hand docs fierce Ambition ſeize, 
And drag him forth from ſoft repoſe and caſc : 
Amidſt ten thouſand dangers ſpurs him on, 
With loſs of Blood and Limbs to hunt renown, 
Who tor reward of many a wound and maim, 
Is paid with nought but wooden Legs, and Fame 4 
And the poor comfort of a grinning Fate, 
To ſtand recorded in the next Gazerre., 

But hold (crics one) your paltry gibing wit, 
Or learn henceforth to aim it more aright ; 


If this be any; "tis a glorious fault, 
Which through all ages bas Feen ever thought 
The Here's virtue, and chief excellence : 


Pray, 


= I. 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 
Pray, what was Alexander in your ſence + 

A Fool belike. Yes, faith, Sir, much the ſame : 

A crack-brain'd Huff, that ſcr the world on flame : 
A Lunatick broke looſe, who in his fir 

Fell foul on all, invaded all, he met ; 

Who, Lord of the whole Globe, yer nor content, 
Lack'd clbow-room, and feem'd toocloſely pent. 
What madneſs was't, that, born to a fair Throne, 
Where he might rule with Juſtice, and Renown, 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chooſe to roam, 

A piticd wretch, with neither houſe, nor home, 
And hurling War, and Slaughter up and down, 


Through the wide world make his vaſt folly 
known ? 


Happy for ten good reaſons had ir been, 
If Macedon had had a Bedlam then : 

That there with Keepers under cloſe reſtraint 
He might have been from frantick miſchief pent. 
But chat we mayn't in long digreſſions now 

Nifcourſe all Rainelds, and the Paſſions through, 


And 


10 The eighth SATTR of 
And ranging them in method ſtiff, and grave, 
Rhime on by Chapter, and by Paragraph ; 
Ler's quit the preſent Topick of diſpute, 
For More and Cadworth to enlarge about; 
And take a view of man in hus beſt light, 
Whercin he ſeems to moſt advantage ſer. 

"Tis he alone (you'l ſay) "tis happy be, 
That's fram'd by Nature for Society : 

He only dwells in Towns, is only ſeen 
With Manners and Civility to ſhine; 
Does only Magiſtrates, and Rulers chooſe, 
And live ſecur'd by Government, and Laws. 

Tis granted, Sir; but yet withour all theſe, 
Without your boaſted Laws, and Policies, þ 
Or fear of Judges, or of Juſtices; 

Who ever ſaw the Wolves, that he can fay, 


Like more inhuman Us, ſo bent on prey, 
To rob their fellow Wolves upon the way ? 
Who ever faw Church and Fanatick Bear, 
Like ſavage Mankind one another tear ? 


Meanfrexr Boileau, imitated. 
What Tyger c're, aſpiring to be grear, 
In Plors and Faftions did embroil the State ? 

Or when was't heard upon the Libyan Plains, 
Where the ſtern Monarch of the Deſert reigns, 
That Whig and Tory Lions in wild jars 

Madly cngag'd for choice of Shrieves and May'rs? 
The fierceſt Creatures, we in Nature 6nd, 
Reſpett their figure ſtill in the ſame kind z 


 Toothers rough, to theſe they gentle be, 
' Andlivefrom Noiſe, from Feuds, from Attions free. 


ds tro we, Be - es 


' Toſhake their ancient privilegeand right : 


No Eagle docs upon his Peerage ſuc, 
And ſtrive ſome meaner Eagle to undo : 
No Fox was Cre ſuborn'd by ſpite, or hire, 
Againſt his brother Fox his life to ſwear : 
Nor any Hind, for Impotence at Rur, 
Did c're the Stag into the Arches pur ; 
Where a grave Dean the weighty Caſe might ſtate, 
What makes in Law a carnal Job complete: 
They tear nodreadful (uo Warrants Writ, 


1 The eighth SATTR of 
No Courts of Seſſions, or Aſſize are there, 
No Common-Pleas, Kings. Bench, or Chancery. Bar : 


Secure, and ſafe in murual peace agree, 
And know no other Law, but Equity. 

"Tis Man, 'tis Man alone, that worſt of Brures, | 
Who firſt brought up the trade of cutting Throars, | 
Did Honor firſt, that barbarous term, devile, 
Unknown to all the gentler Savages ; 

And, as 'rwere not cnough t'have ferch'd from Hell, 


But happicr they, by Natures Charter free, | 


Powder, and Guns, withall the arts to kill, 
Farther to plague the world, he muſt ingroſs 
Huge Codcs, and bulky PandeSts of the Laws, 
With Doors Gloſſes to perplex the Cauſe, 


Where darken'd Equity is kept from light, | 


Under vaſt Reams of non-ſenſe buricd quite. 
Gently, good Sir ! (cry you) why all this rant ? 
Man has bis freaks, and paſſions ; that we grant : 
He has hu frailties, and blind fides ; who doubts ? 
But bis leaf Virtues balance all bis Fanlts, 


P rays 


By Law, or Phyfick were they ever known 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 3 
Pray, was it not this bold, this thinking Man, 
That meaſur'd Heavn, and taught the Stars to ſcan, 
| Whoſe boundleſs wit, with ſoaring wings durſt fly, 
Beyond the flaming borders of the ky; 
Tars'd Nature ore, and with a piercing view 


Fach cranny ſearchd, and lookt ber through and 
| through : 


| Which of the Brates have Univerſities ? 
| When was it heard, that they &'re took Degrees, 
Or were Profeſſors of the Faculties ? 


' To merit Velvet, or a Scarlet Gown ? 
No queſtionleſs ; nor did we ever read, 
' Of Quacks with them, that were Licentia 


| made, 

| By Patent to profeſs the pois'ning Trade: 

| No Doftors in the Desk there hold diſpute 
Abour Black-pudding, while the wond'ring Rout 
Liſten to hear the knorry Truth made our : 

Nor Virtuoſo's teach deep myſteries 

Of Arts for pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies. 


Bur 
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But not to urge the marrer farther now, 
Nor fcarch it to the depth, what 'is to know, 
And whether we know any thingor no. 
Anſwer me only this, What man is there 
In this vile thankleſs Age, wherein we are, 
Who docs by Senſe and Learning valuc bear? 
Would'ft thou get Honor, and a fair Eſtate, 
And have the looks and favours of the Great ? 
Crics an old Father to his blooming Son, 
Take the right courſe, be rul'd by me, tis dont« 
Leave monldy Authors to the reading Fools, 


 _— 


a td. 
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« 


The poring crowds in Colleges and Schools : 14 
How mach is threeſcare Nobles i Twenty pound, © 

Well ſaid, my Son, the Anſwer's moſt profeund : | ] 
Go, thou knou'ſft all that's requifite 's know; p 
What Wealth on thee, what Foners baſe to flew / | 
In theſe high Sciences thy ſelf employ, *1 
Inflead of Plato, take thy Hodder, Bey. p 
Lrarn there the art to audit an Account, 4 
To what the Kings Revenue does amount i £ 


Hos | 


Menfienr Boilemu, imitated. 
| | How much the Cuſtoms, and Exciſe bring in, 
| | And what the Managers each year purioin. 
| Get a Caſe hardes'd Conſcience, Iriſh prof, 
| Which nought of pity, ſenſe, or ſhame can move : 
Turn Algerine, Barbarian, Turk, or Jew, 

Unjull, inbumas, treacherous, baſe, untrac ; 
| Ne'r flick at wrong; hang Widows fighs and tears, 
' Thecant of Prieſts to frighten Vſarers : 
| Boggle at nothing to encreaſe thy Store, 

Not Orphans ſpoils, nor plunder of the Poor : 
' And ſcorning paltry rules of Honeſty, 
| By farer methaeds raiſe thy Fortune high. 

When fbeals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, 

Deftors, Droines, Aſftrelogers, and Lawyers, 
| Authers of every ſort, and every free, 
* To thee their Works, and Labors ſhall addreſs, 
| With pompous Lines their Dedications fill, 
And learnedly in Greek and Latin tell 
Lies to thy face, that thow haſt deep infrght, 
' Andart a mighty judg of what they write. 


16 The eighth SATTR of 
He, that is rich, isevery thing, that is, 

Without one grain of Wiſdom he is wiſe, 

And knowing noug bt, knows all the Sciences : 

He's witty, gallant, virtuous, generous, flout, 
Well-born, well.bred, well.ſhap'd, well dreft, what not 
Lond by the Great, and courted by the Fair, 

For none that Ore had Riches, found deſpair : 

Gold to the loathſon'ſt objelt gives a grace, 

And ſets it off, and makes ev/n Bovey pleaſe t 


| Bat tatter'd Peverty they all deſpiſe, | 


Love flands aloof, and from the Scare-crow flies. 
Thus a ſtanch Miſer to his hopeful Brat 
Chalks out the way that lcads to an Eſtate ; 
Whoſe knowledg oft with urmoſt ſtretch of Brain 
No high'r than this vaſt ſecret can atrain, | 
Five and four's nine, take rwo, and ſeven remain- | 
Go, Dotor, after this, and rack your Brains, © 
Unravel Scripture with induſtrious pains : 
On muſty Fathers waſt your fruilels hours, 
Corret the Criticks, and Expoſitors : - 


Monfrexr Boileau, imitated. 
Our-vie great Stilling fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, 
And there confound both Bellarmin and Rome ; 
Or glcan the Rabbies of their learned ſtore, 
To find what Father Simon has paſt o're: 
Then at the laſt ſome bulky piece compile, 
There lay outall your time, and pains, and $kill; 
And whcn 'tis done and finiſh'd tor the Preſs, 
To ſome Great name the mighty Work addreſs: 
Who for a full reward of all your toil, 
Shall pay you with a gracious nod or ſmile: 
Juſt recompence of life roo vainly ſpent! 
An empty 7 haut you Sir, and Complement. 
But, it ro higher Honors you pretend, 
Take the advic-and counſcl of a Friend ; 
> > Here quit the Dcsk, and throw your Scarlet by, 
| } And to ſomegainful courſe your ſelf apply. 
| Go, practiſe with ſome Banker how to cheat, 
| There's choice in Town, cnquirc in Lombard 4reet; 


17 
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Let Scot and Ockam wrangle as they pleaſe, 

And thus in ſhort with me conclude the caſe, 

A Dottor is no better than an Afs. ' 
A Dotlor, Six ? your ſelf : Pray have a care, 

This is to puſb your Raillery too far, 

But not to loſe the time in trifling thus, 

Befide the point, come now more home and cloſe : 

That Man has Reaſon is beyond debate, 

Nor will your ſelf, I think, deny me that : 

And was not this fair Pilot giv's to fteer, 

His tott'ring Bark through Life's rough Octan bere ? 
All chis I grant: Bur if in ſpite of it 

The wretch on every Rock he ſees will fplir, 

To what great purpoſe docs his Reaſon ſerve, 

But ro miſ-guide his courſe, and make him ſwerve ? 

Whart boots it 77. when it ſays, Grve o're 

Thy ſcribling ich, and play the fool no more. 

If her vain counſcls, purpos'd to reclaim, 

Only avail to hardca him in ſhame? 


ks I 


Menficur Boileau, imitated. 19 
Lampoon'd, and hifs'd, and damn'd the thouſandth 


time, 

Still he writes on, is obſtinarte in Rhime : 
His Verſe, which he does every where recite, 
Pur all his Neighbors, and his Friends to flight; 
Scar'd by the rhiming Fiend, they haſt away, 
Nor will his very Groom be hir'd co ſtay. 

The Als, whom Nature Reaſon has deny'd, 
Content with Iaſtin&t for his ſurcr guice, 
Scill follows that, and wilclicr docs proceed : 
He nc'cr aſpircs with his harſh braying Note, 
The Songſtcrs of the Wood to challenge our: 
Nor, like this awkard ſmartrterer in Arts, 
Sers up himſelf tor a vain Aſs of parts ; 
Ot Rcaſon void, he (ces, and gains his cnd, 
While Man, who docs to that falſe light pretend, 
Wildly gropes on,and in broad day is blind. 
By whimſic led he does all things by chance, 
And atts in cach againſt all common fnlc. 


C2 With 
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With every thing plcas'd, and diſpleas'd at once, | 
He knows not what he ſecks, nor what he ſhuns : 
Unable to diſtinguiſh good, or bad, 
For nothing he 19 gay, for nothing fad : 
At random loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
EnaGts, repeals, makes, alters, docs, undoes. 

Did we, like him, c're ſee the Dog, or Bear, 
Chimera's of their own deviſing fear ? 
Frame nccdleſs doubts, and for thoſc doubts forego 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them ro } + 
And with thcir Plcafurcs awkardly at ſtrife, 
With ſcaring Fantoms pall the ſweers of Life ? 
Tell me, grave Sir, did ever Man fcc Beaſt 
So much below himſclt, and ſenſc debas'd, 
To worſhip Man with ſupcrſtitious Fear, 
And fondly to his Idol Temples rear ? 
Was hee're ſcen with Pray'rs, and Sacrifice 
Approach to him, as Rulcr of the Skies, 
To bes tor Rain, or Sua-ſhinc on his knees? | 


= 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 
No never : but a thouſand times has Beaſt 
Seen Man, beneath the mcaneſt Brute debas'd, 
Fall low to Wood; and Metal heretotore, 
And madly his own Workmanſhip adore : 
In Egypt oft has ſeen the Sor bow down, 
And reverence ſome deificd Baboon : 
Has often ſeen him on the Banks of Nile 
Say Pray'rs tothe Almighty Crocodile : 
And now cach day in every ſtreet abroad 
' Sees proſtrate Fools adore a breaden God, 
But why (ſay you) theſe ſpiteful Inſtances 
Of Egypt, and its groſs Idolatries ? 
Of Rome, aud hers as much ridiculous ? 
What are theſe lewd Buffooncries to us ? 
How gather you from ſuch wild proofs as theſe, 
That Man, a Dotor is beneath an Aſs ? 
| 3 An Aſs! that heavy, flupid, lumpiſh Beaſt, 
: | T he Sport, aad mocking-ſlock of all the reſt ? 
| Whom they all ſpurn, and whom they all deſpiſe, 
Whoſe very name all Satyr does comprize ? 
C 3 An 
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An Aſs, Sir? Yes: Pray what ſhould make us 
laugh? 


Now he unjuſtly is our jeer, and ſcoff. 

Bur, if one day he ſhould occaſion find 

Upon our Follics to expreſs his mind ; 

It Hcav'n,as once of old, ro check proud Man, 

By miracle ſhould give him Speech again; 

What would he ſay, d'ye think, could he ſpeak 


out, 
Nay, Sir, betwixt us two, what would he not? 


What would he fay , were he condemn'd ro 
ſland 


For one long hour in Fleerftreer, or the Strand, 
Tocaſt his cycs upon the morly throng, 

The rwo leg'd Herd, that daily paſsalong ; 

To icerthcir old Diſguilcs, Furs, and Gowns, 

Thcir Caſſocks, Cloaks, Lawn-ſlceves, and Panta- 


loons ? 
What would hefay toſcea Velver Quack 
Walk with the price of forty kill'd on's Back ; 


Whar 
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Or mounted on a Stage, and gaping loud, 


Commend his Drugs , and Ratsbane to the 
Crowd? 


What would he think, on a Lord Mayor's day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry ſurvey ? 
Or view the Judges, and their folemn Train, 
March with grave decency to kill a Man ? 

What would he think of us, ſhould he appear 
In Term amongſt the crowds at Hf *{{minſter, 
And there the helliſh din, and Jargon hear, 


Where ,. and his pack with deepmouth'd 
Norcs 


Drown Billinſgate, and all its Oyſtcr-Boars ? 
There ſce the Judges, Sergeants, Barriſters, 
Attorneys, Counſcllors, Solicitors, 

Cricrs, and Clerks, and all the Savage Crew 
Which wretched man at his own charge undo ? 
If after proſpett of all chis, the Al 

Should find the yoice he had in Eſop's days ; 
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Then, Dottor, then, caſting his cycs around 

Oa human Fools, which every where abound. 
Content with Thiſtles, from all envy free, 
And ſhaking his grave head, no doubt he'd cry 
Good faith, Man is a Beaſt as much as we. 
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Written in April, 1652. 


ARGUMENT. 


The POET comforts a Friend, that is overmach 
! concerned for the laſs of a confiderable Sum of Mo- 
s 3 ney, of which be bas lately been cheated by a pers 
for, to whom be intruſted the ſame, This be does 
| by fbewing, that nothing comes to paſs in the world 
' without Divine Providence, and that wicked Men 
(bowever they ſeem to eſcape its Puniſtment bere) 


bind 
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yet ſuffer abundantly in the torments of an evil)” 


And by the akes occ 
laſh the Bene and Villany of | 


7 inne's. 


Here is not one baſe At, which Men 
commu, 

Bur carries this ill ſting aloag with it, 

That to the Author it creates regret : 

And this is ſome Revenge at leaſt, that he 

Can ne'r acquit himſclf of Villany, 

Thoa Brib'd Judg and Jury (ct him free. 
All people, Sir, abhor (as 's bur juſt) 

Your faithleſs Friend, wholatcly broke hus Truſt, y 


And curſc the treacherous Deed : Bur, thanks to © 


That has not bleſs'd you wich ſo ſmall Eſtate, 
But that with patience you may bear the Croſs, 
And need not fink under ſo mean a Loſs. 


Beſides your Caſe for leſs concern does call, 
Becauſc 'tis what docs uſually befal : 


TOUYEN AL, imitated. 27 
HH} Ten thouſand ſuch might be alledg'd with caſe, 
+ Ourof the common crowd of Inſtances. 
Then ceaſe for ſhame, immoderate regret, 
And don't your Manhood, and your Senſe forget: 
"Tis womaniſh, an.! filly to lay forth 
More coſt in Griet chan a Misfortune's worth. 
You ſcarce can bear a puny crifling ill, 
It goes fo deep, pray Heav'n! it does nor kill: 
And all this trouble, and this vain ado, 
Becaulc a Friend (forſooth) has prov'd untrue. 
Shame © your Beard! can this fo much amaze? 
Were you notborn in good King Jemmy's days? 
to And arcnot you at length yer wiſcr grown, 
When threeſcore Winters on your head have ſnown? 
Almighty Wiſdom gives in Holy Weir 
Wholſom Advice to all, that follow it: 
nd choſe, that will not its great Counſels hear, 
y learn from mcer experience how to bear 
ithour vain ſtrugling) Fortune's yoke, and how 
They ought her rudeſt ſhocks to undergo. 


There's 
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There's not a day ſo folema thro the year, 


Not one red Letter in the Calendar, 

But we of ſome new Crime diſcover'd hear. 
Theft, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, what not? 
Moneys by Cheating, Padding, poiſoning got. 
Nor is it ſtrange ; fo few are now the Good, 
That fewer ſcarce were left at Noah's Flood : 
Should Sedew's Angel here in Fire deſcend, ' 
Our Nation wants ten Men to fave the Land. | 
Fate has reſerv'd us for the very Lees 

Of Time, where Ill admits of no degrees: 
An Age fo bad old Poets nc'cr could frame, 
Nor find a Mctal out to give't a name. 

This your Experience knows, and yet for all 
On faith of God, and Man aloud you call, 
Louder than on Queen Beſſe's day the Rout 
For Antichriſt burnt in Efhigic ſhout : 

Bur, rell me, Sir, tell me, grey-headed Boy, 
Do you not know what Lech'ry men enyoy | ( 


”. ul ze 
_ 
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How they all laugh at your ſimplicity, 


| In ſtollen Goods ? For Gods fake don't you fee 


A When gravely you forewarn of Perjury ? 


! Preach upa God, and Hell, vain empry names, 
| Exploded now for idle thredbare ſhams, 


Devis'd by Prieſts, and by none elſe beliey'd, 


| E're ſince great Hobbes the world has undecceiv'd ? 


This might have paſt with the plain ſimple Race 
Of our Forcfathers in King Arthur's days: 
Erc, mingling with corrupted forcin Seed, 
We learnt their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed, 
E're yet bleſs'd A/bion, high in ancient Fame, 


With her firſt Innocence relign'd her Name. 


Fair dealing then, and downright Honeſty, 


And plighted Faith were good Sccurity : 
No vaſt Ingroſiments for Eſtates were made, 


; Nor Decds, large as the Lands, which they con- 


F 


| 


1 
: 


veyd: 


To bind a Truſt there lack'd no formal tics 


Of Paper, Wax, and Scals, and Witneſſes, 


Nor rcady Coin, bur ſtcrling Promiſes: 
Each 
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Each took the other's word, and that would go 


For currant then, and more than Oaths do now : A 
None had recourſe to Chanc'ry for defence, 'A 
Where you forego your Right with leſs Expence : 'A 
Nor traps were yet fer up for Perjurcrs, A 
That catch men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. *'5 
Then Knave, and Villain, things unheard of were, ., 1 
Scarce ina Century did one appear, P 
And hc more gaz'd at than a Blazing-Star : ', 
If a young Stripling put not off his Hat 1 
In high reſpett to every Beard he met, Y 
Tho a Lord's Son, and Hcir, 'rwas held a crime, . 
That ſcarce deſerv'd its Clergy in that time : | 

So vencrable then was four years odds, [ 


And grey old Heads were reverenc'd as Gods, '} 
Now if a Friend once in an Age prove juſt, 'I 
It he miraculouſly keep his Truſt, | 
And withourforce of Law deliver all 1 
That's duc, both Latercſt, and Principal; ( 


"- 
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Prodigious wonder ! fit for Stow torell, 
And ſtand recorded in the Chronicle ; 
'Athing leſs memorable would require 
As great a Monument as London Fire. 
A man of Faich and Uprightneſs is grown 
So ſtrange a Creature both in Court and Town, c 
Thar he with Elephants may well be ſhown. 
, A Monſtcr, more uncommon than a Whale 
y | Ar Bridg, the laſt great Comer, or the Hail, 
Than 7hames his double Tide, or ſhould he run 


With Streams of Milk , or Blood to Graveſend 
down. 


You're troubled that you've loſt five hundred 
pound 


By treacherous Fraud : another may be found, 
Has loſt a thouſand: and another yer, 
Double to that; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 
Little do folks the hcav'nly Powers mind, 
. If they but ſcape the knowledg of Mankind: 
Obſerve, with how demure, and grave a look 
' The Raſcal lays his hand upon the Book : 


js Then 


on 
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Then with a praying Face, and lifted Eye 

Claps on his Lips, and Scals the Perjury : 

If you perſiſt his Innocence ro doube, | 
And bogglc in Belicf; he'l ſtrait rap our ' 
Oaths by the volley, cach of which would make 
Pale Athciſts ſtart, and erembling Bullies quake ; | 
And more than would a whole Ships Crew main- | 


can 
To the Eaft-Indies hence, and back again. 
As God ſhall pardon me, Sir, I am free 


. 


Of what you charge me with: let me meer ſee 


His Face in Heaven elſe : may theje bands rot, | 
Theſe eyes drop out ; if Ire had a Groat ; | 
Of yoars, or if they eEVEr Tome Ld, or ſan ty 

Thus hc'l run on rwo hours in length, cill he 
Spin out'a Curſc long as the Lutany : 


Till Heav'n has ſcarce a Judgment: Icft in ſtore 


For him to wiſh, deſcrve, or luflcr more, | 
There arc, whodifavow all Providence, 

And think the world is only ſtcer'd by chance : 
Mal 
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Make God art beſt an idle looker on, 
A lazy Monarch lolling in his Throne : 
Who his Affairs does neither mind, or know, 
Bur leaves them all at random here below : 
And ſuch at every foot themiclves will damn, 
And Oaths no more than common Breath eſtcem : 
1- No ſhame, nor loſs of Ears can frighten theſe, 
Were every Street a Grove of Pillorics, 
Others there be, that own a God, and fear 
His Vengeance to enſue, and yet forſwear : 
Thus to himſelf, fays one, Let Heaven decree 
| What Doom ſore, its pleaſure will, of me : 
* Strike mewith Blindueſs, Palfies, Leprofees, 
Plagne, Pox, Conſumption, all the Maladies C 
Of beth the Spittles ; ſo I get my Prize, 
And held it fare; I'll ſuffer theſe, and more ; 
Al Plagaes are light to that of being poor. 
There's not a begging Cripple in the ftreets 
| (Unleſs be with bis Limbs has loſt bis Wits, 


: 


D 
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And is grown fit for Bedlam) But no doubt, 

To have hn Wealth wonld have the Rich man's Gout- 
Grant Heavens Vengeance heavy be; what the ? 

The heavieft things move flowlieſt flill we know : 

And, if it puniſh all, that guilty be, 

"Twill be an Age before it come to me : 

God too is merciful, as well as juſt ; 


' Therefore I'll rather his forgiveneſs truſt, 


Than live deſpis'd, and poor, as thus I muſt: 

Pt try, and hops, be's more a Gentleman 

Than for ſuch trivial thirgs as theſe, to damn. 

Befides, for the ſame Fall we've often known 

One mount the Cart, another monnt the Throne : 

And fouleſt Deeds, attended with ſucceſs, 

No longer are reputed wickedneſs, 

Diſenis'd with Virtaes Livery, and Dreſs. 
With theſe weak Arguments they fortific, 

And harden up themſelves in Villany : 

The Raſcal now dares call you to account, 

And in what Court you plcaſc, joyn iſſue on't : 


'Y. Py 


Next 
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Next Term hel bring the Attion to be tri'd, 


' And rwcnty Witneſſes rofwear on's fide : 


And, if that Juſtice ro his Cauſe be found, 

Expetts a VerdiCt of five hundred pound. 

Thus he, who boldly dares the Guilt ourt-face, 

For innocent ſhall with che Rabble pals : 

While you, with Impudence, and ſham run down, 

Age only thought the Knave by all the Town. 
Mean time, poor you at Heav'n exclaim, andrail, 

Louderthan * —at the Bar does bawl : 

Is there a Pow'r abrove ? and does be hear ? 

And can he tamely Thunderbolts forbear ? 

To what vain end do we with Pray rs adore ? 

And on eur bended knees his aid implore ? 

Where is his Rae, if no reſpett be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good, or Bad ? 


| And who henceforth will any credit ſhow 

| To what his lying Priefts teach here below ? 
| If this be Providence; for owght I ſee, 

| Bleſi'd Saint, Vaninus ! 7 ſtall follow thee : 


D » Liith:"s 
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Little's the edds 'twixt ſuch a God, and that, 
IWhich Atheiſt Lewis «i'd to wear in's Hat. 
Thus you blaſpheme, and rave : Bur pray, Sie, | 
try 
What Comforts my weak Reaſon can apply, 


Who never yet read Platarch, hardly aw, 
And am bur meanly vers'd in Sentca, 
In caſes dangerous and hard of cure 
Wc have recourſe to Scarborough, or Lower : 
Bur if they don't fo deſperate appear, 
We truſt ro meancr DoGtors skill, and care. 
If there were never in the world before 
So foul adecd ; I'm dumb, not one word more : 
A God's name then let both your ſluces flow, 
And all th' extravagance of forrow ſhow ; 
And A and thump your mournful 


o-- 


As if your dearcſt Firſt-born weredeceas'd, 
Tis granted that a greater Gricf attends 
Departed Money's than departed Fricnds : 


q 


| 
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None ever counterſcits upon this ſcore, 
Nor need he do't; the thought of being poor 
Will ſerve alone to make the eyes run o're. 
Loſt Money's griev'd with truc untcigned Tears, 
More true, than Sorrow of expetting Heirs 
At their dead Father's Funerals, tho here 
The Back, and Hands no pompous Mourning wear. 
Bur if the like Complaints be daily found 
At Weſtminſter, and inall Courts abound ; 
If Bonds, and Obligations can't prevail, 
Burt Men deny their very Hand and Seal, 
Sign'd with the Arms of the whole Pedegree 
Of thcir dead Anceſtors ro vouch the Lye, 
If Temple-Walks, and Smithfeld never fail 
Of plying Rogues, that ſer their Souls to ſale 
To the firſt Paſſenger, that bids a price, 
And make their livelihood of Perqurics ; 
For God's fake why are you fo delicate, 
And think it hard to ſhare the common Fate ? 


D 3 And 
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And why muſt you alone be Fav'rite thought 
Of Heav'n, and we for Reprobates caſt out? 
The wrong you bear, is hardly worth regard, 
Much leſs your juſt reſentment, if compar'd 
With greater out-rages to others done, 
Which daily happen, and alarm the Town : 
Compare the Villains —— 


" as 44 


Or Houlcs fire, of late a gainful Trade, 

By which our City was in'Afhes laid : 
Compare the ſacrilegious Burglary, 

From which no place can Sanftuary be, 
Thart-riſles Churches of Communion Plate, 
Which good King Edward's days did dedicate : 
Think, who durſt ſtcal S. Aibav's Font of Braſs, 
That Chriſten'd halfthe Royal Scoriſh Race : 
Who ſtole the Chalices at Chicheſter, 

In which themſelves receiv'd the day before : 
Or that bold daring Hand, of freſh Renown, 
Who, ſcorning common Boory, ſtole a Crown : 


s __- * 


Com» 
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Compare too, it you pleaſe, the horrid Plor, 
With all che Perjurics to make it our, 
Or makeitnothing, for theſe laſt three years; 
Add to it 7 hinze's and Gedfrey's Murderers: 
And it theſe ſeem bur flight, and trivial things, 
Add thoſe, that have, and would have murder'd 


Kings. 
And yet how little's this of Villany 


To what our Judges oft in one day try # 

This to convince you, do bur travel down, 

When the next Circuit comes, with Pemlerton, 

Or any of the Twelve, and there but mind, 

How many Rogucs thercare of Human kind, 

And let me hcar you, when you're back again, 

Say, you are wrong, and, if you dare, complain. 
None wonder, whoin Fx Hundreds live, 

Or Sheppy Iſland, ro have Agues rife : 

Nor would you think it much in Africa, 

If you great Lips, and ſhort flat Noſcs faw : 


D 4 Becauſe 
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Becanſe 'ris fo by Nature of cach place; 


In Lands, where Pigmics are, to ſce a Crane | 


(As Kites do Chickens here) ſweep upa Man, | 
In Armour clad, with us would make a ſhow, | 
And ferve for entertain at Bartholmew : 
Yertherc it gocs for no great Prodigy, 
Where the whole Nation is but one foot high : 
Then why, fond Man, ſhould you ſo much admire, | 
Since Knave is of our Growth, and common here / ' 
But muſt ſach Terjary eſcape (Gay you) | 
And ſhall it ever thas arpaniſt'd go? 
Grant, he were dragg'd to Jail thus very hour, | 
To flarve, and rot; ſappoſc it in your Pow'r 
Torack, and torture him all kind of ways, | 
To hang, or burn, or kill him, as you pleaſe; | 
(And what would your Revenge it ſelf have more ?) | 
Yet this, all this would not your Caſh reſtore: 
And where would be the Comfort, where the Good, © 
Jt you cculd waſh your Hands in's reaking Blood? 


Bat, 
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/ But, Oh, Revenge more ſweet than Life / "Tis true, 
So the unthinking ay, and the mad Crew 
Of he&'ring Blades, who for flight caulc, or none, 
At every turn arc into Paſſion blown : 
* Whom the lcaſt Trifles with Revenge inſpire, 
 Andatcach ſpark, like Gun powder, take fre: 
' Theſe unprovok'd kill the next Man they meet, 
For being ſo ſawey, as to walk the ſtreet ; 
* And at the ſummons of cach tiny Drab, 
Cry, Damme! Satisſattion / draw, and ſtab. 
Not fo of old, the mild good Socrates, 

: (Who ſhew'd how high without the help of Grace, 
| Welbcultivated Nature might be wrought) 

He a morenoble way of ſuff ring caught, 
' And, tho the Guiltlefs drank the poiſonous Doſe, 
| Nee wiſh'd a drop to his accuſing Foes. 
1); Nor fo our great good Martyr'd King of late 
| (Could we his bleſs'd Example imitate) 
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Who, tho the great'ſt of mortal ſufferers, | 
Yet kind to his rebellious Marderers, d 
Forgave, and blcſs'd them with his dying Pray'rs,) | ? 
Thus, we by found Divinity, and Senſc 1 
May purge our minds, and weed all Errors thence : | ? 
Theſe lead us into right, nor ſhall we need ( 
Other than them thro Life ro be our Guide. L 
Revenge is but a Frailry, incident 
To craz'd, and fickly minds, the poor Content L 
Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount } 
An Injury, too weak to bear Aﬀeont : | 
And this you may infer, becauſe we find, k 
I 

f 


"Tis moſt in poor unthinking Woman-kind, 
Who wreak thcir feeble ſpire on all they can, 
And arc more kin to Brute than braver Man. ; : 

But why ſhould you imagin, Sir, that thoſe | 4 
Eſcape unpuniſh'd, who ſtill feel the Throcs | J 
And Pangs of a rack'd Soul, and (which is worſe ., | 4 
Than all the Pains, which can the Body curſe) c : 
The ſecret gnawings of unſccn Remorſe ? q 


Be- 
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Bclieve'r, they ſuffer greater Puniſhment 
| Than Reme's Inquiſitor's could cre invent : 
; | Nor all the Tortures, Racks, and Cructrics, 
| Which ancient Perſccutors could deviſe, 
: > Norall, that Fox his Bloody Records tell, 
| Can match what Bradſhaw, and Ravilliac feel, ; 
| ' Whoin their Breaſts carry abour their Hell. 
I've read this ſtory, bur I know not where, 
Whether in Hackuel, or Brard"s Theatre: 
* Acertain Spartan, whom a Friend, like you, 
? Had trufted with a Hundred pound cr two. 
| Went to the Oracle to know if he 
| With ſafety might the Sum in truſt deny. 
' 'Twas anſwer d, No, that if he durſt forſwear, 
He ſhould c'rc long for's knavery pay dear : 
| Hence Fear, not Honeſty, made bim refand ; 
| Tet to his coft the Sentence true be found : 
Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, 
Ev's the remoteſt of bis whole Pedegree, 
Periſb'd (as there "tis told) in miſery. 
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Now to apply : if ſuch be rhe ſad end 


Of Perjury, tho but in Thought deſign'd, 


Think, Sir, what Fate awaits your reach" 
Fricnd, 


Who has not only thought, but done to you 
All this, and more ; think, what he ſuffers now, 
And think, what every Villain ſuffers elſe, 
That dares, like him, be faithlefs, baſe, and falſe. 
Palc Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 
Purſue his ſteps, and dog hum whercſoe're 
He goes, and if from his loath'd ſelf he fly, 
To herd, like wounded Deer, in company, 
Theſc ſtrait creep in and pall his mirth, andoy. 
The choiceſt Dainrics, cv'n by Lamly dreſt, 
Afﬀord no Reliſh to his ſickly Taſt, 
Inſipid all, as Damoecles his Feaſt. 
Ev'n Wine, the greateſt Bleſſing of Mankind, 
The beſt ſupport of the dejefted mind, 
Applicd to his dull ſpirits, warms no more 
Thanto his Corps it could paſt Life reſtore. 


Dark 


; 
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Darkneſs he fears, nor dares he truſt his Bed 
Without a Candle watching by his ſide : 

* And, if the wakeful Troubles of his Breaſt 

| To his rofs'd Limbs allow one moments Reſt, 

| ——_ = groans of Ghoſts , and hideous 


—_ ww wo 


Of rorrur'd Spirits haunts his frighful Dreams: 
| Strait there return to his tormented mind 


His perjur'd A, his injur'd God, and Friend : 
} Strait he imagins you before his Eyes, 
Ghaſtly of ſhape, prodigious of ſize, 
Wirth glaring Eyes, cleft Foot, and monſtrous Tail, 
| And bigger than the Giants at Guild.hall, 
Stalking with horrid ſtrides acroſs the Room, 
And guards of Ficnds ro drag him to his Doom: 
Hereat he falls in dreadful Agonies, 
And PRE Sweats his trembling Members 


Then ſtarting wakes, and with a diſmal cry, 
Calls to his aid his frighted Family ; 
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There owns the Crime, and vows upon his knees FN 


The ſacred Pledg next morning to recaſe. L 
Theſe are the men , whom the leaſt Terrors } A 
daunt, Se 
Who at the ſight of their own ſhadows faint ; 
Theſe, if it chance to Lighren, are agaſt, 
And quake for fear, leſt every Flaſh ſhould blaſt» |} Y 
Theſe ſwoon away at the firſt Thunder-<clap, A 
As if 'rwere not, what uſually docs hap, F 
The caſual cracking of aCloud, bur ſent B 
By angry Heaven for their Puniſhment : 1 
And, it unhart they ſcape the Tempeſt now, K 
Srill dread the greater Vengcance to cnſue : | 


Thele the leaſt Symptoms of a Fever fright, 

Water high-colour'd, want of reſt at night, 

Or a diſorder'd Pulſe ſtrait makes them ſhrink, 
And preſently for tcar they're ready ſink 

Jato rheir Graves : their time (think they) iscome, 
And Heav'n in judgment now has ſent their Doom, 


Nor 
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Nor dare they, thoin whiſper, waft a Prayer, 
Leſt it by chance ſhould reach th' Almighty's car, 
And wake his ſlceping Vengeance, which betore 
So long has their impicrics forbore. 

Theſe are the thoughts which guilty wrertches 

haunt, 

Yet enter'd, they ſtill grow more impudent : 
Aftcr a Crime perhaps they now and then 


Feel pangs and ſtrugglings of Remorie within, 
Bur ſtrait return to their old courſe agen : 
They, who have once thrown Shame, and Conſci- 


ence by, 

Ne'cr after make a ſtop in Villany : 
Hurricd along, down the vaſt ſteep they go, 
And find, 'tis all a Precipice below. 

Ev'n this perfidious Friend of yours, no doubr 
Will not with ſingle wickedneſs give our ; 
Have paticnce but a while, you'l ſhortly ſce 
His hand held up at Bar for Fclony : 
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You'lſee the ſentenc'd wretch for Puniſhmenr 

To Scilly Iſles, or the Caribbes ſent : 

Or (if I may his ſurer Fate divine) 

Hung like Borest:, for a Gibber-Sign : 

Then may you glut Revenge, and feaſt your Eyes 
With the dear obyeft of his Miſcries : 

And then at length convinc'd, with joy you'l find 
Thar the juſt God is neither deaf, nor blind. 
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ODE. 
L 


H wretched [ſrael / once a blefs'd, and hap- 
py Seatc, 


The Darling of the Stars, and Heavens Care, 
Then all the bord'ring world thy Vaſſals were, 
And thou at once their Envy and their Fear, 

How ſoon art thou (alas !) by the fad rurn of Fate 

E Brcome 


L*# 


M0 
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Become abandon'd and forlorn ? 


How art \ -———4 apes. and their 


Thy Luſtre all is vaniſh'd, all thy Glory fled, 
Thy Sun hinſclt fer ina blood red, 
Too ſure Prognoſtick ! which does ill porrend 
Approaching Storms on thy unhappy Land, 


A fatal Barrel, lately fought, 
Has all theſe Mis'rics, and Misforrunes brought, | > 
Has thy quick Ruin, and Deftrution wrought : 
There fell we by a mighty Overthrow 
A Prey to an cnrag, relentie(s For, 
The toil and labour of their wearied Cruelty, N 
Till they no more could kill, and we no longer die : } N 


Vaſt laughter all around th' enlarged Mountain 
iwells, 


And naumcrous Dcaths increaf: its former Hills, 


| 
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I. 


In Gath let not the mouratul News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd in the ſtreets of Astalon ; 

May Fame ir ſelf be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh may it never to Philiftia come, 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tidings home ! 
Leſt the proud Enemies new Trophies raiſe, 
And loudly triumph in our freſh Difgrace : 

No captive //-aclite their pompous Joy adorn, 
Nor in fad Bondage his loſt Country mourn: 
No Spoils of ours be in their Temples hung, 

No Hymns to Aſbded's Idol ſung, 
Nor thankful Sacrifice on his glad Altars burn. 


Kind Heav'n forbid ! leſt the bake Heathcn Slaves 
blaſpheme 


Thy facred and unutrerable Name, 
And above thine extol their Dagen's Fame. 
Leſt the vile F;'s Worlhip ſpread abroad, 


Who fell a proſtrate Victim once before out con- 
qu'ring God : 


Ek. 2 And 


—_ ”— S — — 
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And you, who the great Deeds of Kings and 
Kingdoms write, 


Who all their Attions ro ſucceeding Age tranſmir,} 
Conceal the bluſhing Story, ah ! conceal 


Our Nations loſs, and our dread Monarch's} 
tall; 


(_cuccal the Journal of this bloody Day, 
ca both by rhe ill Play of Fate were thrown 


away : 


or let our wretched Infamy, and Fortunc's 
Crime 
Be eyer mention'd in the Regiſters of furure Time. 


For ever, Gilbea, be curſt thy hated Name, 
Th' eternal Monument of our Diſgrace,and Shame' 
For ever curſt be that unhappy Scene, 
Where Slaughter, Blood , and Death did lately 
reign ! 
No Clouds henceforth above thy barren top ap- 
pear, 
Burt what may make thee mourning wear : 


Let 


nd 
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Let them ne're ſhake their dewy Fleeces there, 
Bur only once a year 


IMs On the fad Anniverſe drop a remembring Tear: 


No Flocks of Off rings on thy Hills be known, 


b's Which may by Sacrifice our Guilr and thine attone : 


<<: gr 
y 


On thee, but Bears, and Wolves, and Beaſts of 
prey, 
Or men more ſavage, wild, and fierce than they ; 
A Defart may'ſt thou prove, and lonely waſt, 
Like that, our ſinful, ſtubborn Fathers paſt, 
Where they the Penance trod for all , they there 
tranſpreſt : 


Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious 
Blood 


Of many a Jewiſh Worthy, ſpilt of late, 
Who ſuffer'd there by an ignoble Fate, 

And purchas'd toul Diſhogour at too high a rate : 
nay ery ran there amongſt the common 


His Royal ſelf mixt with the baſer Crowd : 
E 3 He 
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He, whom Heav'ns high and open fuffrage choſe, 
The Bulwark of our Nation to oppoſe 
The Pow'r and Malice of our Foes ; 
Ev'na He, on whom the Sacred Oyl was ſhed, 
Whoſe myſtick drops enlarg'd his hallow'd Head- 
Lies now (oh Fate, impartial ſtill ro Kings!) 
ge = ——_— in the heap of mcan- 


IV. 


Lo! there the mighty Warriour lyes, 
With all his Lawrels, all his Vidtorics, 


To ——— to his proud Foes, a 
Ze: 


How chang'd from that great Sa«// whoſe gc+ 
nerous Aid, 


A conqu'ring Army todiſtreſſed Jabeſb led, 
At whoſe approach Ammon's proud Tyrant fled : 
How chang'd from that Saul / whom we 
law brang ws 


From _ Amalek their captive Spoils, and 


When 


e, 
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When unbid Piry made him Agag ſpare ; 

Ah Pity ! more can Cruelty found guilty there: 
Oft has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow, 
By whom himſelf lics conquer'd now : 

Art Micmaſb his great Might they felt, and knew, 
The fame they felt at Dammin too : 
Well I remember, when from Helab's Plain 
He came in triumph,mct by a numerous Crowd, 
Who with glad ſhouts proclaim'd their Joy 
aloud ; 
A Danceof beauteous Virgins led the folema Train, 
And oY - oo the man that had his Thea 
Seir, Moab, Zobab felt him, and where c're 
He did his glorious Standards bear, 
Officious ViQ'ry follow'd in the rere: 
Succeſs attended ſtill his brandiſh'd Sword, 
And , like the Grave , the gluttonous Blade de- 
your'd : 
Slaughter upon irs point in triumph fare, 
And fcatter'd Death, as quick, and wide as Fate. 


E 4 5, Nor 
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V, 
gs, and Worth was his great 


Sole Heir of all his Valour, and Renown, 
Heir too (if crucl Fate had ſuffcr'd) of his Throne : 
The matchleſs Jonathan 'rwas, whom loud- 
rongu'd Fame 
Amongſt her clucteſt Herocs joys to name, 
E're ſince the wond'rous Deeds at Sexeh done, 
Where he, himſcl{ an Hoſt, o'recame a War alone: 
| The trembling Encmics fled, they try'd ro fly, 
" Bur fixt amazcment ſtopt, and madethem dic. 


Great Archer Hc | to whom our dreaded $kill we 
owe, 


Dreaded by all, who /ſrae!'s warlike Prowels know; 
As many Shafts, as his full Quiver held, 
So many Fates he drew, ſo many kill'd: 


20 unerring they , as darted Eye-beams, 


As if he gave 'em ſight, and ſwiftnels too. 
Death took her Aim from his, and by't her Arrows 


VI. Both 
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VI. 


Both excellent they were, both equally alli'd 
On Narture, and on Valour's fide : 
Great Saul, who ſcorn'd a Rival in Renown, 
Yetenvied not the Fame of's greater Son, 
By him endur'd to be ſurpaſs'd alone : 
He gallant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, 
And faſt, as he could fer, the well-writ Copies drew, 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him not out-go: 
Together they did both the paths to Glory trace, 
Cc Together hunted in the noble Chace, 
Together finiſh'd their united Race : 
There only did they prove unfortunate, 
Never till then unblefs'd by Fare, 
Yer there they ceas'd not robe great ; 


NY met, and brav'd their threaten'd 


And ON Heay'n revolted, Fortunc durſt 
re 


>, 


S 


h | When 
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When publick ſafety, and their Countries care 
Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the toils of 
War; 
As Parent-Eagles, ſummon'd by their Infants cries 


Whom ſome rude hands would make a 
Prize, 


Haſt to Relief, and with their wings our-fly their 
eyes ; 
So ſwift did they their ſpeedy ſuccour bear, 
So ſwift the bold Aggreſiors ſeize, 
So ſwift attack , ſo ſwift purſue the vanquiſh'd ene- 
mies : 


The vanquiſh'd enemics with all the wings of 
Fear 


Mov'd not fo quick as they, 
Scarce could their fouls fly faſt enough 
away. 


Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers mer, 

Thro Ficlds with armed T , and poigted Har- 

veſts ſer, hes 

Nothing could tame their Rage , or quench their 
generous Heart : 


Like 
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Like thoſe, they march'd undaunted, and like 


Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppole, 
bee Ren fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate 
ocs. 


VIE. 
Mourn, wretched /ſrae! , mourn thy Monarch's 


And all thy plenteous ſtock of forrow call, 
Teattend his pompous Funeral: 
Mourn cach, who in this loſs an int'reſt ſhares, 
Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt ir all in Tears : 
You Hebrew Virgins too, 
Who = in loity ſtrains did his glad Triumphs 
ing, 


| Bring all your artful Notes , and skilful Mcaſures 
now, 


Each charming air of Breath, and ſtring, 
ho! 87 Obſcquies of your dead 


| B47 Joy , let now your Sorrow 
W. 


Saul, 


60 
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$as/, your great Saul is dead, 
Who you with Natures choiceſt Dainties fed, 
Who you with Natures gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 
_ 1% » 400 pmmemmanng and all her Pleaſures 


For you che precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 
For you the 7 yrian Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſt Arabia's Spices grew, 

And Eaſtern Quarries harden'd Pearly dew ; 
The Sun himſelf turn'd Labourer for you : 
For you he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 


Wherewith you were array'd , whereby you him 
out-ſhone, 


All rhis and more you did to Sax/'s great Condut 


owe, 


All this you loſt in his unhappy overthrow. 


VIIL 


Oh Death ! how vaſt an Harveſt haſt thou reap'd 
of lne! 


Never beforc hadſt thou (o great, 
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Ne'er drunk'ſt before ſo deep of Jewiſh Blood, 
Nc'er ſince th' embattled Hoſts at Gibeab ſtood ; 


When three whole days took up the work of 
Fate, 


When a large Tribe enter'd at once thy Bill, 
And threcſcore thouſand Vidtims to thy Fury fell. 
Upon the fatal Mountains Head, 
Lo ! how the mighty Chicts lic dead : 
There my beloved Jonathan was ſlain, 
The beſt of Princes, and the beſt of Men ; 


_—— 
F 


On carly Fruit, there firs, and ſmiles a fullen Boaſt, 

And yet looks pale at the great Captive , ſhe has 
tacn. 

My Jonathan is dead (oh dreadful word of Fame! 


Oh grief! that I can ſpeak't, and not become the 
lame !) 


He's dead, and with him all our blooming Hopes 
are gone, 

And many a wonder, which he muſt have done, 

And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won, 


They're 
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They're all to the dark Grave, and Silence fled 
And never now in ſtory ſhall be read, 

And never now ſhall take their date, 


Snatch'd hence by the preventing hand of envious 
Fate. ) 


IX 

Ah worthy Prince | would | for thee had dyed ! 
Ah, would I had thy fatal place ſupplied ! 

I'd then repaid a Life, whach cothy gift I owe, 


Repard a Crown, which Friendſhip raught thee to 
go; 


Both: Debrs, I nc'er can cancel now: 
Oh, dearcr than my Soul! if 1 cancall ir mine, 
For ſure we had the ſame, 'rwas very thine, 
Dearer than Light, or Liſc, or Fame, 
Or Crowns, or any thing, that I can wiſh, or think, 


or name : 


Brother thou waſt, but waſt my Friend before, 
And that new Tit then could add no more : 


_— ” 


——— 
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Mine 
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Mine more than Blood, Alliance, Natures felf could 


Than L, or Fame ir ſelf canſpeak: 
04 when firſt Throes they 


To their young Babes in looks a ſofter Paſſion tell: 
Nor artleſs undiſſcmbling Maids expreſs 
In their laſt dying ſighs ſuch Tenderneſs : 
Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtrict Dury bids me wear 
[ Firſt in my Breaſt, whom holy Vows make mine, 
Tho all the Virtucs of a loyal Wiſc ſhe bear, 
Could boaſt an Union fo near, 
Could boaſt a Love fo firm, ſo laſting, ſo Divine. 
So pure is that which we in Angels find 
To Morrtals here, in Heav'nto their own kind : 


So pure, bur not more great muſt that bleſt Friend- 
ſhip prove 
(Could, ah, could I ro that wiſbr Place, and Thee 


remove) 


Which ſhall for ever joyn our mingled Souls above. 


X. Ah 


—Yy — _—— _ _ 
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X. 


Ah wretched [ſracl ! ah unhappy fate ! 
Expos'd to all the Bolts of angry Fate ! 
Expos'd to all thy Enenucs revengetul hate ! 
Who is there left their Fury to withſtand ? 
—_ CO—_— now to guard thy helpleſs 


Who is there left in liſted Fields ro head 
Thy valiant Youth, and lead them on to Viſtory ? 
Alas | thy valiant Youth are dead, 
And all thy brave Commanders too : 
Lo! how the Glur, and Riot of rhe Grave thus lie, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 


To right their injur'd Ghoſts upon the barbarous 
Foe | 


Reſt, ye bleſs'd ſhades, in everlaſting Peace, 
Who fell your Country's bloody Sacrifice : 
For ever Sacred be your Memories, 

And may e're long tome dread Avenger riſe 
To wipe off Heav'ns and your Diſgrace : 


May 
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May then theſe proud infulring Foes 
Waſh off our ſtains of Honor with their Blood, 
May they ten thouſand-fold repay our loſs. 
For every Life a Myriad, every Drop a Flood. 


F THE 
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O D F 


Ariſtotle in Atheneus, 


PARAPHRAS'D. 


Onour ! thou greateſt Bleſſing in the gifr of 
Hcaven, 
w 


chonly art to its chict Darlings given : 


Cheaply with Blood and Dangers art thou 
jought, 


Nor canſt at any rate be over-bought. 


k 


(' Thou, ſhining Honor, ar: the nobleſt chaſe 
l; O! all the braver part of Human Race; 
4 


Thou 
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Thou only art worth living for below, 
And only worth our dying too. 
For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming fake, 
Does Greece fuch wond'rous Attions undertake : 
For thee no Toils, nor Hardſhips ſhe forgocs, 
And Death amidſt ten thouſand ghaſtly Terrors 


WOOCs. 
So powerfully do'ſt thou the mind inſpire, 
And kindlcſt there ſo generous a fire, 

As makes thy zealous Vortaries 
All things, but Thee deſpiſe; 
Makes them the love of Thee prefer 
Before th' cnchantments of bewitching Gold, 
Before th' embraces of a Parent's arms, 
Before ſoft caſe, and Love's enticing Charms, 
And all, that Men on Earth moſt valuable hold. 


For Thec the Heav'n born Fſercales 
And Leda's fachful Twins, in Birth no le, 


F 3 
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So many mighty Labours underwent, 
And by their God like Deeds im'd their hi 
by proclaim high 


By thee they reach'd the bleſt Abode, 
The _ Prize, for which in Glory's paths they 


By thee great Ajax, and the greater Son 
Of Pelew were exalted ro Renown : 
Envied by the Immortals did they go, 
Laden with triumph to the ſhades below. 
For thee, and thy dear ſake 
Did = : young Hermias worthy of Atarna lately 


His Life in Bartel to che chance of Fate, 
And bravely loſt, what he © boldly {t: 
Yetloſt he not his glorious aim, 
Bur by ſhort Death purchas'd crternal Fame : 
The pratcful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
And never let it dic : 
They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, 
And conſecrate the Hero in immortal Verſe. 


Upon 
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Upon the Wor ks of 
BEN. JOHNSON. 


Written in 1678. 


O D E. 


L. 
Reat Thou! whom 'ris a Crime almoſt to 
dare to praiſc, 
Whoſe firm cſtabliſh'd, and unſhaken Glorics ſtand, 
And proudly their own Fame command, 
Above our pow'r to leſſen or to raiſe, 


And all, but the few Heirs of thy brave Genius, 
and thy Bays 5 


Hail mighty Founder of our Stage ! for fo I dare 
Entitle thee, nor any modcrn Cenfurcs ſcar, 


F 3 Nor 


| 
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Nor care what thy unjuſt Detraftors fay ; 
They'l fay perhaps, thar others did Materials bring, 
Thar others did the firſt Foundations lay, 

And glorious 'rwas (we grant) but to begin, 
But thou alone couldſt finiſh the deſign, 
All rhe fair Modcl,and the Workmanſhip was thine: 
Some bold Advent'rcrs might have been before, 
Who durſt the unknown world explore, 
By them it was furvey'd at diſtant view, 
And here and there a Cape, and Line they drew, 
Which only ſerv'd as hints, and marks to thee, 
Who waſtreſcrv'd to make the full Diſcovery : 
An's Compatſs to thy painful ſearch we owe, 
Whereby thou wenr'ſt fo far, and we may aſter go, 
By that we may Wir's vaſt, and tracklefs Ocean try, 
Content no longer, as before, 
Dully ro coaſt along the ſhore, 
Bur ficcr a courſe more unconfin'd, and free, 
Beyond the narrow bounds, that peat Antiquity, 


IL. Nevcr 


I. 
Never till thee the Theater poſleſt 
A Prince with cqual Pow'r, and Greatneſs bleſt, 
No Government, or Laws it had 
To ſirengrhen, and cſtabliſh it, 
Tillthy great hand the Scepter ſway'd, 
But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wit: 
Unform'd, and void was then its Pocſic, 
Only ſome pre-exiſting Matter we 
Perhaps could ſee, 
That might forctell what was to be; 
A rude, and undigeſted Lump it lay, 
Like the old Chaos, e'rethe birth of Light, and Day, 
Till thy brave Genius like a new Creator came, 
And undertook the mighty Frame ; 
No ſhuffled Atoms did the well-built work compoſe, 
If from no lucky hit of blund'ring Chance aroſc 
(As ſome of this great Fabrick idly dream) 


F4 But 


pon the Works of Ben. Johnſon. 71 
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But wiſc, all-ſceing Judgment did contrive, 
And knowing Art its Graccs give: 
No ſooner did thy Soul with aftive Force and Fire 
The dull and hcavy Maſs inſpire, 
Bur ſtrait throughout it let us ſee 
Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And every part did to the wholc agree, 


And ſtrait appcar'd a beautcous nacw-made world of 
Poetry, 


nl. 


Lerdull, and ignorant Pretenders Art condemn 
(Thoſc only Foes to Art, and Art to them) 
The meer Fanaticks, and Enthuſiaſts in Poctry 
(For Schiſmaricks in that, as in Religion be) 
Who make't all Revclation, Trance, and Dream, 
Let them deſpiſe her Laws, and think 
That Rulcs and Forms the Spirit ſtint : 
Thine was nomad, unruly Frenzy of the brain, 
Which juſtly might deſerve che Chain, 


"Twas 
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'Twas brisk, and merttled, but a manag'd Rage, 


Sprightly as vig'rous Youth, and cool as temp'rate 
Age: 


Free, like thy Will, it did all Force diſdain, 
Bur fuffcr'd Reaſon's looſe, and cafie rein, 
By that it ſaffer'd to be led, 
Which did not curb Poctick liberty, but guide : 
Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculty, 
Untam'd in moſt, and Ict at random fly, 
Was wiſcly govern'd, and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reſtraint, and Diſcipline was made endure, 
ayoy cy edin,ced milier Jatgnent brought to 
ure ; 


Yer when 'twas at ſome nobler Quarry ſent, 
With bold, and row'ring wings it upward went, 


Not lefſen'd at the greateſt height, 


am — by the moſt giddy flights of dazling 
it. 
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IV. 


Narure, and Art together mer, and joyn'd, 

Made up the Charatter of thy great Mind. 
That like a bright and glorious Sphere, 
Appear'd with numerous Stars embelliſh'd o're, 

ar —_ e—_—_——__ 


This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſe pow'r 
Turm'd it about, and did th' uncrring motions ſtcer ; 
Concurring both like vital Seed, and Hear, 
The noble Births they joyntly did beger, , 
And hard 'twas to be thought, 


Which moſt of force ro the great Generation 
brought : 


So mingling Elements compoſe our Bodics frame, | * 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air 
Alike their juſt Proportions ſhare, 
Each undiſtinguiſh'd ſill remains the ſante, B 
Yet can't we ſay that cither's here, or there, 
But all,we know not how are ſcatror'd every where. 
V. Sober 
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V. 


Sober,and grave was ſtill the Garb thy Muſepur on, 
No tawdry carclefs flattern Dreſs, 
Nor ſtarch'd, and formal with Aﬀettedneſs, 
Nor the caſt Mode, and Faſhion of the Court, and 


Town; 
Bur ncat, agreeable, and janty 'twas, 
Wgll-firred, it fare cloſe m every place, 
And all became with an uncommon Air,and Grace : 
Rich, coſtly and ſubſtancial was the ſtuff, 
Not barely ſmooth, nor yet too coarſly rough: 
No refuſe, ill-patch'd Shreds o'th Schools, 
The morly wear of read, and learned Fools, 


No French Commodity which now fo much docs 
rake, 


And our own better ManufaCture ſpoil, 
Nor was it ought of forein Soil ; 
Bur Staple all, and all of Fg/ih Growth, and 
Make : 


What 


— 
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What Flow'rs foe're of Art it had, were found 
Bur all appear'd cither the native Ground, 

Or _ wrought , and interwoven with the 


VT. 
Plain Humor , ſhewn with ber whole various 


Face, 
Not mask'd with any antick Dreſs, . 
Nor ſcrew'd in forc'd, ridiculous Grimace 
(The gaping Rabblcs dull delight, 
And more the ARor's than the Poct's Wit) 
Such did ſhe enter on thy Stage, 
And ſuch was repreſented to the wond'ring Age: 
Well waſt thou skAil'd, and read in human kind, 
In every wild fantaſtick Paſſion of his mind, 
Didſt into all his hidden Inclinations dive, 
What cach from Nature does receive, 
Or Age, or Sex, or Quality, or Country give; 


What 


pon the Works of Ben. Johnſon. 7 
What Cuſtom too, that mighty Sorcercſs, 
Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transform 
Enchanted Man to ſeveral monſtrous Images, 
Makes this an odd, and freakiſh Monky turn, 
And that a grave and folemn Aſs appear, 
And all a thouſand beaſtly ſhapes of Folly wear : 
Whate're Caprice or Whimſic leads awry 
| Perverted, and ſeduc'd Mortality, 
— Ordoes incline, and byaſs it | 
From what's Diſcreet, and Wiſe, and Right, and | 
Good, and Fit ; 
All in thy faithful Glaſs were ſoexpreſs'd, 
As if they were Reflections of thy Breaſt, 
As if they had been ſtamp'd onthy own mind, 
And thou the univerſal vaſt Idca of Mankind. 


VII 


Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy, | 
Tho every Diſh, well-cook'd by thee, 
Contain'd a plentiful Variery 
To all that could found reliſhing Palats be, 
: Each 


" ANI WT 
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. 
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Courted the Taſt, and rais'd the Appetite: 
Wharte're freſh dainty Fops in ſeaſon were 
To garniſh, and fer out thy Bill of fare 
(Thoſe never found to fail throughout the year, 
For ſcldom thar ill-natur'd Planer rules, 

That plagues a Poet with a dearth of Fools) 
Whar thy ſtrict Obſervation cre ſurvey'd, 
—_ tuſcious Spark of high, and courtly 


$ 


Down to the dull, inſipid Cir, 
Made thy pleas'd Audience entertainment fit, | þ 
Serv'd up with all the gratcful Poignancies of Wir. 


VIIL 


Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks of late, 

And ſerve one only year, one only State ; 
Another makes them uſeleſs, ſtale, and our of date; 

But thine were wiſcly calcularcd fir 

For cach Meridian, every Clime of Wit, 


— 
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For all ſucceeding Time, and afrer-age, 
And all Mankind might thy vaſt Audience fir, 
And the whole world be juſtly made thy Stage : 
Scill they ſhall raking be, and ever new, 

Scill keep in vogue in ſpite of all the damning Crew; 
Till the laſt Scene of this great Theatre, 

Clos'd, and ſhur down, 
The numerous Attors all retire, 

And the grand Play of human Life be done. 


79 


IX. 


Beſhrew thoſe envious Tongues, who ſeck ro blaſt 
thy Bays, 


o_—_ in thy bright Fame would find, or 


And lay, it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays ; 
Rich inthy ſclf, ro whoſe unbounded ſtore 
Exhauſted Nature could vouchlafe no moxe, 


Thou could'ſt alone the Empire of the Stage main- 
Lan, 


Couldſt all irs Grandeur, and ics Port fuſtain, 


c Nor 
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Nor ncededſt others Subſidics to pay, 


co wi on forcin, or thy native Country 
Y» 


| Tobear the charges of thy purchas'd Fame, 
But thy own Stock could raiſc the ſame, 
Thy fole Revenue all the vaſt Expence defray : 
Yer like fome mighty Conqueror in Poetry, 
Deſign'd by Fate of choice ro be 
Founder of its new univerſal Monarchy, 
Boldly thou didſt the learned World invade, 
Whulſt all around thy pow'rful Genius ſway'd, 


Soon vanquiſh'd Rome, and Greece were made 
ſubmur, 


Both were thy humble Tributarics made, 
And thou rerurn'dſt in Triumph with her captive 
Wir. | 
X. 
Unyuſt, and more ill-natur'd thoſe, 
Thy ſpiteful, and malicious Foes, 
Who on thy happieſt Talent fix alye, 


—_—_ that Yow nels, which was Care, and Indu- 
ry. 


Let 


'e 


u- 
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Let me (with Pride fo to be guilty thought) 
Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach , and ſhare t! 
ſhame, 


If Diligence be deem's a fault, 
If co be faultleſs muſt deſerve their Blame : 
Judg of thy ſelf alone (for none there were 
Could be fo juſt, or could be fo feverc) 
Thou thy own Works did(t ſtrictly :- 
By known and unconteſted Rules of Poctr, 
And gav'ſt thy Sentence ſtill imparrially : 
With rigor thou arraign'dſt cach guilty Line, 
And ſpar'dſt no criminal Senſe, becauſe 'twas 
thine : 
Unbrib'd with Favour, Love, or Self-conccit, 
(For never, or tooſeldom we, 


Obyctts roo ncar us, our own Blemiſhes can (ec) 
Thoudidſt no ſmall't Delinquencics acquir, 
But ſfaw'ſt them to Correttion all ſubmir, 


Saw'ſt execution done on all convicted Crimes of 
Wir: 
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Xl. 


Some curious Painter, taught by Artto dare 
(For they with Poets in that Title thare) 
When he would undertake a glorious Frame 
Of laſting Worth, and fadeleſs as his Fame; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his doubting hand c're he begin, 
And juſtly then proportions every ſtroke, and line, 
And oft he brings it to review, 
And oft he does deface, and daſhes oft anew, 
And mixcs Oyls to make the ſlitting Colours dure, | 


To keep 'em from the tarniſh of injurious Time 
lecurce; 


Finiſh'd at length in all that Care, and Skill can do 
The matchleſs Picce is fer to publick View, 
And all furpriz'd about it wond'ring ſtand, 
And tho no name be found below, 
Yet firait diſcern th' unimitable hand, 


An. {trait they cry 'tis 7:tan, or 'tis Angels ; 
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$0 thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd all cheap, and caſic 
ways, 
Andtrod no common road to Praile, 
\ day"y with raſh, and ſpeedy Negligence pro- 
(For who c're faw Perfeftion grow in haſte 2 
Or thar ſoon done, which muſt for ever laſt 2) 
Bur gently did advance with wary heed, 
And ſhew'd that maſtery is moſt in juſtneſs read : 
Nought ever iſſucd from thy ſeeming Bercaſt, 


But = had gone full time , could write exattly 
belt, 


And ſtand the ſharpeſt Cenſure , and dehie the ri- 
gid'{t Teſt. 


0 XII. 
Twas thus th' Almighty Poet (1t we dare 
Our weak, and mcancr Atts with his compare) 


When he the Worlds fair Poem did of old deſign, 


That Work, which gow muſt boaſt no longer date 
than thine ; 


Tio 
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Tho 'twas in him alike to will, and do, 
Tho the ſame Word that ſpoke, could make it 

too, 


Yet would he not ſuch quick , and haſty methods 


uſc, 
Nor did an inſtant (which it might) the great effe&t 
produce, 
But when th' All-wiſe himſelf in Council fate, 
Vouchlaf'd to think and bedeliberate, 


When Heaven confider'd, and th' Ercrnal Wit, and 


Scem'd to take time, and care, and pains, 
It. ſhew'd that ſome uncommon Birth, 
That ſomething worthy of a God was coming forth; | 
Nought uncorre&t there was , nought faulty * 


No point amiſs did in the large voluminous Piece } 
appear, 
And when the glorious Author all furvey'd, 
Survey'd whatc're his mighty Labours made, 
Well-pleas'd he was to find 


All anſwer'd the great Model, and Idca of his Mind | 
Pleas'd 
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Plcas'd at himſelf He in high wonder ſtood, 
And much his Power , and much his Wiſdom did 
applaud, 
Toſec how all was Perfett, all tranſcendent Good. 


XIII. 


Ler meaner ſpirits ſtoop to low precarious Fame, 
Content on groſs and coarſe Applauſe to live, 
And whart the dull, and fcnſleſs Rabblc give, 
Thou didſt ir ſtill with noble ſcorn contemn, 
Nor would'ſt that wretched Alms reccive, 

The poor ſubſiſtence of ſome bankrupt, ſordid 


name : 
Thine was no empty Vapor, rais'd beneath, 
And form'd of common Breath, 
The falſe, and fooliſh Fire, that's whisk'd about 
By popular Air, and glares a while , and then goes 
out ; 
Bur 'rwas a folid, whole, and pericit Globe of light, 
That ſhone all over, was all over bright, 
And dar'd all ſullying Clouds, and fcar'd no dark» 
nang night ; 
G 3 Like 
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Like the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 
Who whereſoe're he docs difplay 
His fovercign Luſtre, and mazeſtick Ray, 
Scrait all the lefs, and petty Glories nigh 
Vaniſh, and ſhrink away. 


O'rcwhelm'd, and ſwallow'd by the greater blaze 
of Day ; 


With ſuch a ſtrong, an awful and viftorious Beam 
Appear'd, and ever ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by all th' undoubred Race of 
Wir, 


Who only can endure to look on 1*. 


The reſt o'recame with too much light, 
With roo much brightnefs dazled , or extinguiſh'd 


quite : 


Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd it now ſhall paſs 
As wide a courſe about the World as he, 
And when his long-repeatcd Travels ceaſe 
Begin a new, and vaſter Race, 
And ſuill rrcad round the endleſs Circle of Ercrnity. 


The 


THE NINTH 


O D E 


Of the Third Book of 


HORACE, 


_— om—_ RM — — —— 


A Dialogue berwixt the Poet and Lyd+a. 


_— CEOS _ ——_ = 


Denec gratus eram tibi, &c. 


Hor. Hile you for me alone had 
Charms, 


And none more welcome fall'd your Arms, 
Proud with content, I lighted Crowns, 
And pitied Monarchs on their Thrones. 


G 4 I. Lyd. 


88 The nicth ODE of 


Il 
Lyd. While you thought Lydia only fair, 
And lav'd no other Nymph bur her, 
Lydia was happicr in your Love, 
Than the bleſs'd Virgins are above. 


Her. Wow Chloes charming Voice, and Art 
Have gain'd the conqueſt of my Heart : 

For whom, yeFates, I'd wiſh to dic, 

If mincche Nymphs dear Life might buy, 


IV. 


Lyd. Thyrfs by me has done the ſame, 
The Youth burns me with murual Flame ; 
For whom a double Death I'd bear ; 
Would Fate my deareſt 7hyrfs ſpare. 
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V. 


Her. But fay, fair Nymph, if I once more 
Become your Caprive as hefore ? 

Say, I throw off my Chlees chain, 

And rake you to my Breaſt again? 


VL 


Lyd, Why then, tho he more bright appear, 
More conſtant than a fixed Star ; 
Tho you than Wind more fickle be, 
And rougher than the ſtormy Sea. 
By Heav'n, and all its Pow'rs I vow 
I'd gladly live, and dic with you, 


Who by overturning of 

ber Goat bebind flag op, and what 
was under ſhewn to the View of the 
204d 


Our of Yoitzre. 
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Hillis, "ris own'd, I am your Slave, 


This happy moment dares your Ragn; 
No force of Human Pow'r can fave 
My captive Heart, that wears your chain: 


Upon a L A DI, &c. 
But when my Conqueſt you deſign'd ; 
Pardon, bright Nymph, if I declare, 
It was unjuſt, and roo ſevere, 
Thus to attack me from behind. 


I. 
Againſt the Charms, your Eyes impart, 
With care I had fecur'd my Heart; 
On all the wonders of your Face 
Could fafely, and unwounded gaze: 
But now entirely to cnthral 
My Breaſt, you have expos'd to view 
Another more reſiſtleſs Foe, 
From which I had no guard at all. 


HL. 


At firſt aſſault conſtrain'd to yield, 

My vanquiſh'd Heart reſign'd the Field , 
My Freedom to the Conqueror 
Became a prey that very hour : 


th 
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The ſubtle Traitor, who unſpicd 
Had lurk'd till now in coſe diſguiſe, 
Lay all his life in ambuſh hid 
Art laſt ro kill me by furprize. 


IV, 


A ſudden Hcat my Breaſt inſpir'd, 

The piercing Flame, like Lightning, ſcar 
From that new dawning Firmament 
Thro every Vein my Spirits fir'd ; 

My Heart, bcforc averſe to Love, 

No longer could a Rebel prove ; 

When on the Grafs you did diſplay 
Your radiant B u M1 ro my ſurvey, 

And ſham'd the Luſtre of the Day. 


V. 
The Sun in Heay'n, abaſh'd ro fee 
A thing more gay, more bright than He, 
Struck with diſgrace, as well he might, 
Thought to drive back the Stoeds of Light: 


Ven @ L A DT, Ke. 
His Beams he now thought uſelefs grown, 
Thar berter were by yours ſupplied, 
But having once ſeen your Back-fide, 
For ſhame he durſt not ſhew his own. 


VL 


93 


Forſaking every Wood, and Grove, 

The Sylvass raviſh'd atthe ſight, 

In preſſing Crowds about you ſtrove, 

Gazing, and loſt in wonder quite : 

Fond Zephyr ſeeing your rich ore 
Enamor'd of cach lovely Grace, 
Before his own dear Flora's face, 
Could not forbcar to kiſs rhe place. 


VII 


The beautcous Queen of Flow'rs, the Roſe, 
In bluſhes did her ſhame diſcioſe : 

Palc Lillies droop'd, and hung their heads, 
And ſhrunk for tear into their Beds: 


The 


94 Den a LADT, &c. 
The amorous Narciſſu too, 
Reclaim'd of fond ſel-love by you, 
His former vain defire caſhier'd, 
And your fair Breech alone admir'd. 


VII. 


When this bright Obyett greers our ſight, 
All others loſe their Luſtre quite : 

Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch pointed Rays, 
And all the Beautics of your Face, 

Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 

Ar the approach of brighter Day, 

No more regard, or value bear, 

Bur when its Glorics diſappear. 


IX. 


Of ſome ill Qualitics they tell, 

Which juſtly give me cauſc to fear ; 
Burt that, which moſt begers deſpair, 
It has no ſcnſe of Love at all: 


7pm « L ADT, &c. 
More hard than Adamant it is, 
They fay, that no Impreſſion takes, 
It has no Ears, nor any Eyes, 

And rarely, very rarely ſpeaks. 


X. 
Yet I muſt lov't, and own my Flame, 
Which to the world I thus rehearſe, 
Throughour the ſpacious coaſts of Fame 
To ſtand recorded in my Verſe: 
No other ſubye(t, or deſign 
Henceforth ſhall be my Muſes Theme, 
Bur with juſt Praiſes to proclaim 
The faireſt AKSE, thate're was ſeen. 


XI. 


In pity gentle Phillis hide 

The dazling Bcams of your Back-ſide ; 
For ſhould they ſhinc unclouded long, 
All human Kind would be undone. 


96 pen a L A DT, &c; 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 
That reign above the ſtarry Sky, 
Should they rurn up to open view 
All their immortal Tails, can hew 
An Arſe-hb——f{o divine as you. 
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(neris gurt mibi Saftationes, Oc. 


AY, Leilia , never ask me this, 
How many Kiſſcs will ſuffice ? 


N 


Faith, 'cis a queſtion hard ro tell, 


Exceeding hard ; tor you as well 

May ask what ſums of Gold ſuffice 
The greedy Mikcr's boundleſs Wiſh : 
Think what drops the Occan ſtore, 
With all che Sands, that make irs Shorc 
Think what Spangles deck the Skies, 
When Heaven looks with all its Eyes : 


H Or 
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Or think how many Atoms came 
To compoſe this mighty Frame : 
Let all theſe the Counters be, 

To tell how oft I'm kiſs'd by thee : 
Till no malicious Spy can gueſs 

To what vaſt height the Scores ariſc; 
Till weak Arithmetick grow ſcant, 
And numbers for the reck'ning want : 
All theſe will hardly be enough 

For me ſtark ſtaring mad with Love. 
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SOME 


ELEGIES 


OUT OF 


OVID'S Amours, 


IMITATE D. 


_—— 


Book IL Erecr IV. 


— 


_— -—-— _ A. 


That he loves Women of all forts and ſizes. 


_ _ — _— _- c— — -— — 


Non ego mendoſos aujrm deſendere mores, &c. 


OT 1I, I never vainly durſt pretend 
My Follics, and my Frailties r6 defend : 


I own my Faults, if it avail ro own, 


Whilc like a graceleſs wretch I flill go on * 


6 H 2 | hare 
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I hate my lf, but yer in ſpite of Fare 
Am tain to be that loathed thing I hate : 

In vain I would ſhake off this load of Love, 
Too hard to bear, yet harder to remove : 

I want the ſircngrtiymy fierce Deſires to lem, 
Hurricd away by the imperuous ſlream. 

"Tis not oneFace alone fubdues my Hearr, 

Burt cach wears Charms, and every Eye a Dart : 
And whereloc'rc I caſt my Looks abroad, 

In every place I ind Temptations flrow'd, 

The modeſt kills me with her down-caſt Eyes, 
And Love his ambuſh lays in that diſguiſe. 

The Brisk allures me with her gairy, 

And ſhews how Ative ſhe in Bed will be : 

I: Coy, likecloyſter'd Virgins, ſhe appears, 
She bur diſſembles, what ſhe moſt deſires : 
It ſhe be vers'd in Arts, and deeply read, 

I long to get a Learned Maidenhead : 
Or it Untaught, and Ignorant ſhe be, 
She takes me then with her ſimplicity : 


ELEGIES. rot. 
One likes my Verſes, and commends each Line, 
And (wears that Cewley's are bur dull ro rmine: 
Her in mcre Gratitude I muſt approve, 

For who, but would his kind Applauder love ? 
Another damns my Poctry, and me, 

And plays the Critick _ juciciouſly : 

And ſhe too fires my Heart, aud ſhe too charms, 
And I'm agoy to have her in my arms, 

One with hcr ſoft and wanton Tripdocs pleaſe, 
And priats 1a cvery ſtep, ſhe {-r5, a Grace : 
Another walks with {iT uny 1nly rread ; 

Bur ſhe may lcarn more pliancncls abed, 

This {weetly fings ; her Voice does Love infpire, 
And every Breath kindlcs, and blows che fire : 
Who can fcrbcar to kiſs theſe Lips, whoſe four 
The raviſh'd Ears docs with ſuch foirneſs wound ? 
That ſweetly plays: an. whilc her Furzers move, 


While o're the boundinz Strings their rouches\ 
rove, 


My Heart lcaps too, and cvery Pulſc beats Love : 
H 3 Whar 
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Wha t Reaſon is fo pow'rtul to withſtand 
The magick force of that reſiſtleſs Hand? 
Another Dances to a Miracle, 


+ -— 4x momma Limbs with graceful 


And ſhe, or elſe the Devil's in't, muſt charm, 
A touch of her would bed-rid Hermits warm. 
I call; 1 gueſs what plenteous Game ſhel yield, 
Where Pleaſure ranges o'refo wide a Field : 

If low ; ſhe's pretty : both alike invite, 

The Dwarf, and Giant both my wiſhes fit, 
Undrefs'd; I think how killing ſhe'd appear, 
If arm'd with all Advantages ſhe were: 
Richly atrir'd ; ſhe's the gay Bait of Love, 
And knows with Art toſert her Beauties off. 

I like the Fair, [ like the Red-hair'd one, 

And I can find attraftions in the Brown : 

If curling Jet adorn her ſnowy Neck, 

The beaurcous Leda is reported Black : 


ELEGIES. 103; 
If curling Gold ; Aurora's painted io : 
All forts of Hiſtories my Love does know. 
I like the Young with all her blooming Charms, 
And Age it ſelf is welcom to my Arms: 
There uncropt Beauty in its flow'r aſſails, 
Experience here, and riper {cnſc prevails. 
In fine, whatever of the Sex are known 
To ſtock this ſpacious and well-furniſh'd Town; 
Whatever any ſingle man can find 
Agrecable of all the num'rous kind : 
At all alike my haggard Love does fly, 
And cach is Game, and cach a Miſs for me. 


Boox Il. Ertegcyr V. 


* ww 


Oe ie cect — 


To lus Miftrifs that 1jiited him. 


Nullus amor tanti eft : abeas pharetrate Cupido, &c. 


T A Y then the Devil rake all Love! if 1 
$o oft for its damn'd fake muſt wiſh ro die: 
What can I wiſh for but ro dic, when you, 


Dear faithlcfs Thing, I find, could prove untruc ? 


Why am I curs'd with Life 2 why am I fain 
For thee, falfc Jilt, to bear erernal Pain ? 

Tis not thy Letters, which thy Crimes reveal, 
Nor ſecret Preſcnts, which thy Falſhood tcl : 
Would God ! my juſt ſuſpicions wanted cauſe, 
That they might prove les fatal romy eaſe: 


Would God! lefs colour for rhy guilt there were, 
But that (alas!) roo much of proot docs bear : 
Bleſs'd 


ELEGIES. 
Bleſs'd he, who what he loves can juſtifie, 

To whom his Miſtriſs can the Fat deny, 

And boldly give his Jealouſie the ye. 

Crucl the Man, and uncompaſſionate, 

And too indulgent to his own Regret, 

Who ſeeks ro have her guilt too maniteſt, 

And with the murd'ring fecrer ſtabs his Reſt. 

I ſaw, when little you ſuſpefted me, 

When ſleep, you rhought, gave opportunity, 
Your Crimes I ſaw, and theſe unhappy eyes 
Of all your hidden flealths were Witneſſes : 

I ſaw in ſigns your mutual Wiſhes read, 


And Nods the meſſage of your Hearts convey'd : 


I ſaw thc conſcious Board, which writ all o're 


With ſcrawls of Wine, Love's myſtick Cypher 


borc : 


Your Glances were not mute, but each bewray'd, 


And with your Fingers Dialogues were made : 
I underſtood the Language out of hand, 
(For what's tco hard for Love to underſland : ) 
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Full well I underſtood for what intent 
All this dumb Talk, and filent Hints were meant : 
And now the Gheſts were from the Table fled, 
And all the Company retir'd to bed. 

I aw you then with wanton Kiſſes greer, 

Your Tongues (1 aw) did in your Kiſſes mecx : 
Not ſuch as Siſters to their Brothers give, 

But Lovers (rom their Miſtriſſcs receive : 

Such as the God of War, and Paphian Queen 
Did in the height of their Embraces joyn. 
Patience, ye Gods ! (cried I) what u't I ſee ? 
Unfaithſal ! why this Treachery to me ? 

flow dare you let another in my fight 

Invade my native Property, and Right ? 

He maſt not, ſhall not di't : by Love I ſwear 

Dll ſeize the bold uſurping Raviſer : 

lon are my Free-hold, and the Fates defign, 

That yew ſhould be unalienably mine : 

Theſe Favours all to me impropriate are : 

How comes another then to treſpaſs here ? 


This, 
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This, and much more ſaid, by Rage inſpir'd, 
co —_—_ ious ſhame her Checks with Bluſhes 
Such lovely ſtains the face of Heav'n adorn, 
When Light's firſt bluſhes paint the baſſful Morn : 
So on the Buſh the flaming Roſe does glow, 
When mingled with the Lillies neighb'ring Snow : 
This, or ſome other Colour much like theſe, 
The ſemblance then of her Complexion was : 
And while her Looks chat ſweet Diſorder wore 
Chance added Beaurics undiſclos'd betore : 
Upon the ground ſhe caſt her jerry Eyes, 
Her Eyes ſhot fiercer Darts in that Diſguiſe : 
Her Face a fad and mournful Air expreſs'd, 
Her Face more lovely ſeem'd in ſadneſs drefs'd : 
Urg'd by Revenge, I hardly could forbear, 
Her braided Locks, and render Checks to tear : 
YertIno ſooner had her Face furvey'd, 


Bur ſtrait the rempeſt of my Rage was laid : 


A look 
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A look of her did my Reſentments charm, 
A look of her did all their Force diſarm : 


And 1, that fierce outrageous thing c're-while, 
Grow calm as Infants, when in ſleep they ſmile : 
And now a Kiſs am humbly fain to crave, 

And beg no worſe than ſhe my Rival gave : 

She ſmil'd, and ſtrait a throng of Kiſſcs preſt, 


The w—_ of which , ſhould Jove himfclf bur 
raſte, 


The - "Wh Thundcr from his Hand would 


Well-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 

For fcar my envicd Rival felt them(o : 

Better they ſcem'd by far thanl e're raught, 

And ſhe in them ſhew'd ſomething new mcthought : 

Fond jealous I my ſc!f the Plcaſure grutch, 

And y diſpleasd , becauſc they pleas'd roo 
m : 


When in my mouth felt her darting Tongue, 
My wounded Thoughts it with ſuſpicion ſtung: 


Nor 
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Nor is it this alone afflits my mind, 

I grieve not only that ſhe Kiſſes gave, 

Tho that affords me cauſe enough to grieve : 

Such never could be taught her bur in Bed, 

And Heav'n knows what Reward her Teacher had. 


— 
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In Eamon, 


Book Il. Erecyr X. 


To a Friend, 
Acquainting him, that he is in Love with 


rwo at one time. 


Ts mibi, tn certt (memini) Gracine, negabas, Te. 


"VE heard, my Friend, and heard it faid by you, 
No Man at once could cycr well love two: 
But I was much decciv'd upon that ſcore, 
For ſingle 1 at once love one, and more : 
Two at one time reign joyntly 1n my Breaſt, 
097 = wo both charming, both well 
And hang me, if I know, which takes me beſt : 


This 
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This Fairer is than that, and that than this, 
That more than this, and this than that docs plcaſe: 
Toſt, like a Ship, by diffrent guſts of Love, 
Now to this point, and now to that I move. 
Why, Love, why do'ſt thou double thus my pains? 
Was't not enough to bear one Tyrant's cluins ? 
Why, Goddefs, do'ſt thou vainly laviſh more 
On one, that was top-full of Love before 2 
Yet thus I'd rather love, than not at all, 

May that ill Curſe my Enemies befal : 

May my worſt Foc be damn'd to love of none, 
Be damn'd to Continence, and lic alone : 

Ect Loves alarms cach night diſturb my Reſt, 

And drowſic ſiep never approach my Breaſt, 
Or ſtrait-way thence be by new Pleaſure chas'd. 
Let Pleaſures in ſucceſbon keep my Senſe 
Ever awake, or cvcr in a Trance : 

Let me lic melting in my fair One's Arms, 
Riot in Bliſs, and furfcit on her Charms : 
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Let her undo me there without controul, 
Drain nature quite, fuck our my very Soul : 
And, it by oncl can't enough be drawn, 

Give me another,clap more Leeches on. 

The Gods have made me of the ſporting kind, 
And for the Feat my Pliant Limbs deſign'd : 
Whar Nature has in Bulk to me denicd, 

In Sincws, and un vigor is ſupplicd : 

And ſhould my Strenorh be wanting to Dcfire, 
Pleaſure would add new Fewel to the Fire: 
Ofr in ſoft Battles have I ſpent the Night, 

Yet roſe next Morning vig rous for the Fight, 
Freſh as the Day, and aftive as the Light : 

No Maid, that ever under me took pay, 

From my Embrace went unoblig'd away. 
Bleſs'd he, who in Loves ſervice yiclds hs Breath, 
Grant me, ye Gods, ſoſweer, fo with'd a Death ! 
In bloody Fields let Souldiers meet their Fate, 
To purchaſc dcar-bought Honor at the rate : 
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Let greedy Merchants truſt the faithlefs Main, 
And ſhipwrack Life and Soul far ſordid gain : 
Dying, lct me cxpire in gaſps of Luſt, 
And in a guſh of Joy give up the ghoſt : 
And ſome kind pitying Friend ſhall fay of me, 
So did be Irut, and fo deſerv'd to die. 


—_ 5 wa 
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A FrnacwuenrT of 


PET RONIUS 


PARAPHRASD. 


— _ -—O—— wo —_— — 


Fada ft incoita, & brevis voluptas, Sc. 


Hate Fruition, now 'tis paſt, 

"Tis all bur naſtincſs at beſt ; 
The homclicſt thing, that man can do, 
Beſides, 'tis ſhort, and flecting too : 
A ſquirt of ſlippery Delight, 
That with a moment takes irs flight : 
A fulſom Bliſs, that ſoon docs cloy, 
And makes us loath what we cnyoy. 
Then let us not too cager run, 
By Paſſion blindly hurried on, 


A Fragment of Petronius. i115 
Like Beaſts, who nothing berrer know, 
n Than what mecr Luſt incites them to : 

For when in Floods of Love we're drench'd, 


The Flames are by enjoyment quench'd : 
But thus, Ict's thus rogerher lic, 


3 And kiſs out long Eternity : 
Here we drexd no conſcious ſpies, 
No bluſhes ſtain our guilrleſs Joys: 
Here no Faintencls dulls Deſires, 
And Plcafure never flags, nor tires: 
Thus has plcas'd, and pleaſes now, 
And tor Ages will do fo: 
Enjoyment here is never done, 
Bur freſh, and always bur begun, 
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ANACREON, 


PARAPHRAS D. 
The CUP 


Ter ap yuegr Tvj0veay &c. 
Ake me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Laroc, as my capacious Sonl, 
Vaſt, as my thirſt is; lct it have 


Depth cnough to be my Grave ; 


1 mcan, 


An OD E of Anacreon. 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
Fork intend to bury't there, 

Let it of Silver taſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup amongſt the Sears : 
That Cup which Heaven deign'd a place ; 
Next the Sunits greateſt Grace. 

Kind Cup ! that to the Stars did go, 

To light poor Drunkards hcre bclow : 

Let mine be fo, and give melight, 


— ———  ——_— 


Thar I may drink, andrevel by't: 

Yer draw no ſhapes of Armour there, 

No Cask, nor Shicld, nor Sword, nor Spcar, 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of Troy, 
Nor any other martial Toy : 

For what dol vain Armour prize, 

Who mind not fuch rough Excrcilc, 

Bur gentler Sicges, ſofter Wars, 

Fights, that cauſe no Wounds, or Scars ? 
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Ill have no Battles on my Plate, 


Leſt ſight of them ſhould Brawls create, 
Leſt that provoke to Quarrels too, 
Which Wine it ſelf enough can do. 
Draw me no Conſtc'lations there, 
No Ram, nor Bull, nor Dog, nor Bear, 
Nor any of that monſtrous fry 
Of Animals, which ſtock the sky : 
For what are Stars to my Deſign, 
Stars, which I, when drunk, our-ſhine, 
Our-ſhone by every drop of Wine ? 
I lack no Pole Star on the Brink, 
To guide in the wide Seca of Drink, 
But would for ever there be toſt ; 
And wiſh no Haven, ſeek ne Cort. 
Yer, gentle Artiſt, if cthou'kt try 
Thy Skill, then draw me (let me fee) 
Draw me firſt a ſpreading Vine, 
Make its Arms the Bowl carwine, 


An ODE of Anacreon, 
With kind embraces, fuch as I 
Twiſt about my loving ſhe. 
Ler its Boughs o're-ſpread above 
Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love : 
Draw next the Patron of that Tree, 
Draw Bacchss and foft Capid by; 
Draw them both in roping Shapes, 
Their Temples crown'd with cluſter'd Grapes : 
Make them lean againſt the Cup, 
As 'rwere to keep their Figures up: 
And when their recling Forms I view, 
Ill think them druak, and be fo too : 

The Gods ſhall my cxamples be, 
The Gods, thus drunk in Efhgy. 


I20 


An Alluſion to 


MARTIAL 


Book I. Eric. 118. 


S oft, Sir Tradewe!, as we meer, 
—_—_ ſure to ask me in the ſtreer, 
Wlicn you ſhall ſend your Boy to me, 
To ferch my Book of Poetry, 

And promiſe you'l but read it ore, 
And faithfully the Loan reſtore : 


Bur lct mc tell ye asa Friend, 


You necd not take the pains to {cad ; 


"Tis a long way to where Id well, 
At farther end of Ciarkonwel : 


An Allsfion roMartial. 
There in a Garret near the Sky, 
Above five pair of Stairs I lic. 
Bar, if you'd have, what you pretend, 
You may procure it nearer hand : 
In Cornhil, where you often go, 
Hard by th' Exchange, there is, you know, 
A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſee 
The Poſts all clad in Poetry ; 
There H—— lives of high renown, 
The noted't To x Y in the Town : 
Where, if you pleaſe, enquire for me, 
And he, or's Prentice, preſently 
From the next Shelf will reach you down 
The Picce well bound for half a Crown : 
The Price is much too dear, you cry, 
To give for both the Book, and me : 
Yes doubtleſs, for fuch vanities, 
We know, Sir, you are too too wile. 


THE 


Arc as lon my Bed repoſing lay, 
And in ſoft ſleep forgot the Toils of Day, 
My ſelf, my Carcs, and Love, all charm'd to Rell, 
And all the Tumultes of my waking Breaſt, 
Quiet and calm, as was the ſilent Night, 
Whoſe ſtillneſs did rothat blcks'd flcepmvnee ; 
I dreamt, and ſtrait this viionary Scene 
Did with Dclight ray Fancy carcrtain, 
I'faw, mcthoughr, a loncly Privacy, 
Remote alike from man's, and Hcavens Eye, 


Girt 
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Girt with the covert of a ſhady Grove, 
r Dark as my thoughts, and ſecret as my Love: 
Hard by a Stream did with that ſoftneſs creep, 
As 'rwere by its own murmurs huſhe aſleep ; 
Oa its green Bank under a ſpreading Tree, 
At once a plcalant, and a ſhclt'ring Canopy, 
There I, and there my dear Coſmelis fare, 
Nor envicd Monarchs in our ſafe Retreat : 
So heretofore were the firſt Lovers laid 
On the ſame Turf of which themiclves were made. 
A while I did her charming Glorics view, 
| Which to their former Conqueſts added new ; 
' A while my wanton hand was pleas'd to rove 
Thro all the hidden Labyrimths of Love ; 
Ten thouſand Kiſſes on her Lips I fix'd, 
Which ſhe with interfcring Kides mix'd, 
Eager as thoſe of Lovers are in Death, 
| When they give up their Sou's roo with the Breath 
Love by theſe Freedoms firſt became more bold, 
At length unruly, and too ficrce to hold: 


ict Sce 
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See th:n (fard I) and pity, charming, Fair, 

lield quickly, yield; I can no longer bear 

TV impatient Sallies of a Bliſs ſo near : 

Tou muſt, and you alone theſe ſtorms appeaſe, 

And lay theſe Spirits which your Charms conld raiſe ; 


Come, and in equal Flouds let's quench our Flame, 


Come let" (————3nd unawares I went to name 


The Thing , bur ſtopt and bluſhr mcthoughr in 
Dream. 


At firſt ſhe did the rude Addreſs difown, 
And check'd my Boldneſs with an angry Frown, 
Bur yielding Glances, and conſenting Eyes 

Prov'd the ſoft Traitors to her forc'd Diſguiſe ; | 


And ſoon her looks with anger rough e're while, FI 


Sunk 1in the dimples of a calmer ſmile : 
Then with a ſigh intothcſe words ſhe broke, 
And printed mclting Kiſlcs as ſhe ſpoke : 
Too ſtrong, Philander, is thy pow'rful Art 

To take a feeble Maids i-guarded Heart : 
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Toe long Poe firuggled with my Bliſs in vain, 

Toe long, oppos'd what I oft wiſh'd to gain, 

Loath to conſent, yet leather to deny, 


At once I court, and ſhun Felicity : 


*; |] cannot will not yield; —and yet I myſt, 


Lift to my own Defires I prove unjuſt : 

Sweet Raviſher ! what Love command thee, ts ; 

The I'm diſpleas'd, I ſhall forgive thee too, 

Too well then knou'ſt 5———and there my hand ſhe 

preſs'd, 

And ſaid no more, bur bluſli'd and imil'd the reſt. 
Raviſh'd at the new grant, fierce cager I 

Leap'd furicus on, and ferz'd my trembling Prey; 

With guarding Arms the firſt my Force repell'& 


Shrunk, and drew back , and would not ſeem to 
yicld ; 


Unwilling to o'recome, ſhe faintly ſtrove, 
One hand pull'd to, what tr'other did remove : 
So fecble arc the ſtruglings, and ſo weak 
In ſlcep we ſeem, and only fleep to make : 
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Forbear ! (\he ſaid) ab, gentle Touth, forbear 
(And ſtill ſhe hug'd, and claſp'd meſtill more near) 
Ah ! will you # will you force my Ruin ſo ? 
Ab ! do not, do not, do not; —{t me go. 

Whart follow'd was above the pow'r of Verſe, 
Above the reachot Fancy to rchcarſ : 
Not dying Saints enjoy ſuch Extaſics, 
When they in Viſion antedate their Bliſs ; 
Not Dreams of a young Prophet arc fo blcls'd, 
When holy Trances firſt in{pirc his Breaſt, 
And the God enters there to be a Gueſt. 
Let duller Mortals other Plcafurcs prize, 
Pleaſures which enter at the waking Eyes, 
Might I cach Night ſuch ſweet Emjoyments find, 
I'd wink forever, be for ever blind. 


ir) 
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SATYR 


TOUCHING 


NOBILITY. | 


Our of Monſlicur BO[LE AY. | 


| 1 Þ $ granted, that Nobility in Man, 


Is no wild flucr'ring Notion of the Brain, 
Where he, deſcended of an ancient Race, 
Which a long train of numerous Worrthics grace, | 
By Virtues Rules guiding his ſieddy Courſe, | 
Traces the ſteps of his bright Anceſtors, 
But yer Ican't endure an haughty Aſs, 
Debauch'd with Luxury, and Nothful Eaſe, 


Who 
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i28 ASATTR touching Nobility. 
Who beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 
Has no pretence to any thing of Worth, 


Shoud proudly wear the Fame , which others 
ſought, 


And boaſt of Honor which himſclf nc'cr got. 
I grant, the Atts which tus Fore-fathers did 
Have furniſh'd enatrer for old Hollinſbead, 
For which their Scurcheon, by the Congu"ror grac'd 
Still bears a Lion Rampant for irs Creſt ; 
But whatdocs this vain maſs of Glory boot 
To be the Branch of fuch a noblc Root, 
If he of all the Herocs of his Linc 
Which in the Regiſter of Story ſhine, 
Can offer nothing to the World's regard, 


Bur mouldy Parchments which the Worms have 
ſpar'd ? 


If fprung, as he pretends, of noble Race, 
He does his own Original diſgrace, 

And, ſwoln with ſclfiſh Vanity and Pride, 
To greatncſs has no other claim beſide, 
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But ſquanders life, and ſleeps away his days, 
Diſſolv'd in Sloth, and ſteep'd in ſenſual caſe ? 
Mean while ro ſee how much the Arrogant 

Boaſts the falſe Luſtre of his high Deſcent, 

You'd fancy him Comprroller of the Sky, 

And fram'd by Heav'nof other Clay than me. 

Tell me, great Hero, you, that would be rhought 

So much above the mean, and humble Rour. 

Of all the Creatures which do men eſteem ? 

And which would you your ſelf the nob!eſt deem? 
Pur caſc of Horſe: No doubr, you'l anſwer ſtrait, 
The Racer, which has often'ſt won the Plate: 
Who full of mcrrle, and of fpright!y Fire, 

Is never diſtanc'd io the fleet Carcer : 

Him all thc Rivals of New-marke? dread, 

And crowds of Vent'rers ſtake upon his Head: 

Bur it the Breed of Dragon, often caſt, 

Degenerate, and prove a Jade atlaſt ; 

Nothing of Honor, or reſpett (we fee) 

Is had ot his high Birth, and Pcligree: 
N 
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But maugre all his great Progenitors, 

The worthleſs Brute is baniſh'd from the Courſe, 

Condemn'd for Life to ply the dirty Road, 

Todrag ſome Cart, or bear ſome Carricr's Load. 
Then how can you with any ſcnſc expect 

Tharl ſhould be fo filly ro reſpett 

The ghoſt of Honor, periſh'd long ago, 

That's quite extin&t,and lives no more in you ? 

Such gaudy Trifles with the Fools may paſs, 

Caught with mere ſhew, and vain Appearances : 

Virrue's the certain Mark, by Hcav'n defign'd, 

That's always ſtamp'd upon a noble mind : 

If you from ſuch illuſtrious Worthics came, 

By copying them your high Extratt proclaim : 

Shew us thoſe generous Hears of Gallantry, 

Which Ages paſt did in thoſe Worthics ſee, 

That zcal for Honor, and that brave Diſdain, 

Which ſcorn'd ro do an Attion baſe, or mean : 

Do you apply your Intereſt aright, 

Not to oppreſs the Poor with wrongful Might ? 

Would 
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Would you make Conſcience to pervert the Laws, 
Tho brib'd ro do'r, or urg'd by your own Cauſe? 
Darc you, when juſtly call'd, expend your Blood 
In ſervice for your King's and Countries geod ? 
Can you in open Field in Armour ſleep, 
And there meet danger in the ghaſtlicſt ſhape? 
By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 
You'rc truly iſſucd of a noble kind : 
Then fetch your Line from Albanaft, or Nunte, 
Or, if rh<ſc are roo freſh, from older Brate : 
Ar lciſure ſearch all Hiſtory ro find 
Some great, and glorious Warriour to your mind ; 
Take Caſar, Alexander, which you picaſe, 
To be the mighty Founder of your Race ; 
In vain the World your Parcntage bely, 
Thar was, or ſhould have been your Pederree, 
Bur, if you could with caſc derive your Kin 
From Hercules himfclt in a r1ht Line ; 
It yct there nothing in your Atticons be, 
Worthy the name of your high Progeny ; 
NA 2 
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All theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, 
Againſt you are a loud of Witneſſes : 

And all the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd Fame 
Serves but to light, and manifeſt your Shame : 
In vaia you urge the merit of your Race, 


And _ that Blood , which you your ſelves de- 
e. 


In vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 
The Spoils, and Plunder of another's Fame; 
If, where I look'd for ſomething Great, and Brave, 
I mcet with nothing bur a Fool, or Knave, . 
A Traitor, Villain, Sycophanrt, or Slave, 
A freakiſh Madman, fitto be coniin'd, 
Whom Bedlam only can to order bind, 
Or (ro ſpcak all at once) a barren Limb, 
And rotten Branch of an illuſtrious Stem. 
Bur I am too ſevere, perhaps you'] think, 
And mix too much of Saryr with my Iak : 
We ſpeak ro men of Birth, and Honor here, 
And thoſe nice Subye&ts muſt be rouch'd with care : 


Cry 
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Cry mercy, Sirs! Your Race, we grant, is known ; 
But how far backwards can you trace it down ? 
You anſwer : For at leaſt a thouſand year, 

And ſome od hundreds you can make't appear : 
'Tis much : Burt yer in ſhort the proofs are clear : 
All Books with your Fore-tathers Tules ſhine, 
Whoſe names have ſcap'd the general wreck of 


Time: 

But whos there fo bold, that dares engage 
His Honor, that in this long Tratt of Age 
No one of all his Anceſtors deceas'd 
Had c're the fate to find a Bride unchaſt ? 
That they have all along Lacretia's been, 
And nothing c'rc of ſpurious Blood crept in, ; 
To mingle and defile the Sacred Line 2 

Curſs'd berhe day, when firſt this vanity 
Did primitive Gmplierty deſtroy, 
In the bleſs'd ſtate of infant time, unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone : 
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Each from his merit only Title drew, 

And that alone made Kings, and Nobles too +» 

Then, ſcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, 

The Hero from himſclt deriv'd his Fame : 

Bur Merit by degenerate time art laſt, 

Saw Vice ennobled, and her felt debas'd : 

And haughty Pridc falſc pompous Titles tcign'd, 

T'amule the World, and Lord it o're mankind : 

Thence the vaſt Herd of Earls, and Barons came, 

For Virtue cach brought nothing but a Name : 

Soon after Man, truitful in Vanitics, 

Did Biazoning and Armory deviſc, 

Founded a College for the Herald's Arr, 

And made a Languageof their Terms apart, 

Compos'l of frightful words, of Chirf, and Baſe, 

Ot Chevron, Saltier, Canton, Bend, and Feſs, 

And wharloc'reof hidcous Jargon clſc 

Mad Guilliv, and his barbarous Volume fills. 
Then farther the wild Folly to purſue, 

Plain down-right Honor our of faſhion grew : 


Bur 


+ bs 


ASATTR touching Nobility, 135 

Bur to keep up irs Dignity, and Birth, 

Expence, and Luxury muſt fer it forth : 

It muſt inhabit ſtately Palaces, 

Diſtinguiſh Servants by their Liverics, 

And carrying vaſt Retinues upand down, 

The Duke and Earl be by their Pages known. 
Thus Honor to ſupport it ſelt is broaghr 

To its laſt ſkifts, and thence the Art has got 

Of borrowing every where, and paying nought : 

Tis now thought mean, and much beneath a Lord 

To be an honeſt man, and keep his Word ; 

Who, by his Peerage, and Protettion ſafe, 

Can plead the Privilege to be a Knave: 

While daily Crowds of ſlarving Creditors 

Arc forc'd to dance attendance at his doors : 


Till heat length with all his morrgag'd Lands 
Arc foricited into the Banker's hands : 

Then to redreſs his wants, the bankrupt Peer 
To ſome rich trading Sor, rurns Pcnſioner : 


K 4 


136 ASATITR touching Nobility. 

And the next News, you're fure to hear that he 

Is nobly wed into the Company : 

Where for a Portion of ill gorten Gold, 

Himſc't and all his Anceſtors are fold : 

And thus repairs his broken Family 

Art the expence of his own Infamy. | 
For if you want Eſtatertoſcr it forth, 

In vain you boaſt the ſplendor of your Birth : 

Your priz'd Gentiliry for macineſs goes, 

And cach your Kindred ſhuns and diſavows: 

Burt he that's rich is prais'd at his full rate, 

And tho he once cry'd Small-ceal in the irect, 

Tho he, nor none of his c're mention'd were, 

Burt inthe Pariſh-Book, or Regiſter. 
D———& by helpof Chronicle ſhall trace 

An hundred Barons ef his ancient Race. 


SATYR. 


Addreſsd to a Friend, that is about to 
leave the Univerſity, and come 
abroad in the World. 


F you're ſo our of love with Happineſs, 
[.. quit a College-lite, and learncd caſe; 
Convince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons give, 
What mcthods and deſigns you'l rake to live : 
For ſuch Reſolves are ncedful in the Caſe, 
Before you tread the worlds myſtcrious Maze : 
Without the Premuiſles ja vain you'l try 
To live by Syltemsof Philoſophy : 
Your Ariftetle, Cartes, and LeGrand, 
And Exclid too in lucle ſicad will Ntand, 
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How many men of choice, and noted parts, 

Well fraught with Learning, Languages, and Arts, 

Deſigning high Preferment in their mind, 

And little doubting good ſucceſs to find, 


With vaſt and row'ring thoughts have flock'd to 
Town, 


Bur to their coſt ſoon found themiclves undone, 
Now to repent, and ſlarvear leifure left, 
Of miſeries laſt Comfort, Hope, bereft? 

Theſe fail'd for wont of good Advice, you cry, 
Becauſe at firſt they fix'd on no employ : 
Well rhen, let's draw the Profpett, and the Scene 
Toall advantage poſſibly we can : 
The world lics now before you, lct me hear, 
What courſe your Judgment counſcls you to ſteer : 
Always conſider'd, that your whole Eſtate, 
And all your Forrunc lics bencath your Hat: 
Were you the Son of ſome rich Uſurer, 
Thar ſtarv'd, and damn'd himſclf ro make his Heir, 


Left 
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Left nought to do, but co interr the Sor, 

And ſpend with caſe what he with pains had got; 
Twere cafic to adviic how you might live, 

Nor would there need inſtruction then to give : 
But you, that boaſt of no Iahcritance, 


Save that ſmall Nock , which lics within your 
Brains, 


Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh 
With y_ , how you your Game the beſt may 
ay; 
Berthink your (elf a while, and then propoſe 
What way of Life is firr'it for you to chooſe, 
If you for Orders, and a Gown deſign, 
Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 
The Church is grown fo overſtock'd of lace, 
That if you walk abroad, you'l hardly meer 
More Porters now than Parſons in the ſtreer. 
At every Corner they are fore'd ro ply 
For Jobs of hawkering Divinity : 
And half the number of the Sacred Herd 
Age tain to firowl, and wander unpreferr'd : 
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If this, or thoughts of ſuch a weighty Charge 


Make you reſolve ro keep your ſelf at large ; 
For want of berter opportunity, 

A School muſt your next Sandtuary be: 

Go, wed ſome Grammar Bridewel, anda Wiſe, 
And there beat Greek, and Latin for your life : 
With birchen Scepter there command at will, 
Greater than Busby's ſelf, or Dottor Gull: 

Bur who would be to the vile Drudg'ry bound 
Where there {o {mall encouragement is found ? 
Where you for recompence of all your pains 
Shall hardly reach a common Fidler's gains ? 
For when you've toil'd, and labour'd all you can, 
To dung, and cultivate a barren Brain : 

A Dancing-Maſtcr ſhall be berrer paid, 

Tho he inſtructs the Heels, and you the Head : 
To ſuch Indulgence are kind Parcnts grown, 
That nought coſts lcfs in Breeding than a Son : 
Nor 15 it hard to find a Father now, 


Shall more upon a Serting-dog allow : 


Q 
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And with a freer hand reward the Care 
Of training up his Spaniel, than his Hcir. 

Some think themielves exalted to the Sky, 
If they light in ſome noble Family : 
Dict, an Horſc, and thirty pounds a year, 
Befides th'advantage of his Lordſhips car, 
The credit of the buſineſs, and the Stare, 
Are things that in a Y oungſtcr's Scnſe ſound great, 
Little the uncxperienc'd Wretch does know, 
What ſlavery he oft muſt undergo : 
Who tho in ſilken Skarf, and Caſſock dreft, 
Wears bur a gayer Livery at beſt : 
When Dinner calls the Implement muſt wair 
With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat : 
Bur hold it for a Favour ſeldom known, 
If he be dcign'd the Honor to fir down. 
Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape, withdraw ! 
Thoſe Daintics arc not for a ſpiritual Maw : 
Obſerve your diſtance, and be ſure to ſtand 
Hard by the Ciſtern with your Cap in hand: 


There 
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There for diverſion you may pick your Teeth, 
Till the kind Voider comes tor your Relief : 
For mcer Board-wages fuch their Freedom fell, 
Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſlals to a Bell : 
And if th' enjoyment of one day be ole, 
They arc but Pris'ners out upon Parole : 
Always the marks of ſlavery remain, 
And they, tho looſe, ſtill drag about their Chain, 
And where's the mighty Proipett after all, 
A Chaplainſhip ferv'd up, and ſeven years Thrall 
The menial thing perhaps for a Reward 
Is ro ſome ſlender Benefice preferr'd, 
With this Proviſo bound, that he muſt wed 
My Ladics antiquated Waiting-maid, 
In Dreſſing only skill'd, and Marmalade. 
Let others who ſuch meanneſies can brook, 


Strike Countenance to every Great man's Look : 
Let thoſe that have a mind, turn ſlaves tocat, 
And live contented by another's Plate : 
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I rate my Freedom higher, nor will [ 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty. 
But, if 1 muſt ro my laſt ſhifts be pur, 
To fill a Bladder, and rwelve yards of Gur ; 
Rather with counterſcited wooden Leg, 
And my right Arm tied up, Ill chuſe ro beg: 
Il rather chuſeto ſtarve ar large, than be 
The gawdicſt Vaſſl ro Dependency. 

'F has ever been the rop of my Deſires, 
The utmoſt height ro which my wilh aſpires, 
That Hcav'n would bleſs me with a ſmall Eſtate, 
Where I might find a cloſe obſcurererrear ; 
| | There, free from Noiſe, and all ambitious cnds, 
| Enjoy a few choice Books, and fewer Friends, 
| | Lord of my fclf, accountable ro none, 
Burto my Conſcience, and my God alone : 
There live unthoughr of, and unhcard of, dic; 
And grudg Mankind my very memory. 
Bur ſince the Bleſſing is (1 find) too great 
For me to wiſh for, or cxpett of Fate: 
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Yet, maugre all the ſpight of Deſtiny, 
My Thoughts, and Attions are, and ſhall be free. 
A certain Author, very grave, and fage, 
This Story tells : no matter, what the Page. _ 
One time, as they walk'd forth c're break of day, 
The Wolf, 2nd Dog encounter'd on the way : 
Famiſh'd the one, meager, and lean of plight, 
As a caſt Poet, who for Bread docs write: 
The other far, and plump, as Prebend, was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury, and holy Eafe. 
Thus met, with Complements, too long to tell, 
Of being glad to ſee cach other well : 
Hew now, Sir Tewzer# (ſaid the Wolf) 7 pray, 
Whence comes it,that you look ſo ſeek, and gay ? 
While I, who do as wel! (I'm ſare) deſerxe, 
For want of Livelihood am like to flarve ? 
Treth Sir (replied the Dog) 'thas been my Fate, 
I thank the friendly Stars, to hap of late 
On a kind Maſter, to whoſe care I ewe 
All this good Fleſb, wherewith you ſee me now: 


Fi 
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From bis rich Voider every day I'm fed 

With Bones of Fowl, and Cruſts of fineſt Bread : 
With Fricaſſce, Ragouſt, and whatſce're 

Of coſtly Kickſbaws now in faſhion are, 

And more variety of Boil'd and Roaſt, 

Than a Lord Mayor's Waiter &re could beaſt. 

Then, Sir, "tu hardly credible to tell, 

How I'm reſpetied, and belov'd by all : 

I m the Delight of the whole Family, 


Not darling Shock more Favorite than I : 


I never ſleep abroad, to Air expoi'd, 

Bat in my warm apartment am inclos'd: 

T here on freſh Bed of Straw, with Canopy 

Of Hutch above, like Dog of State I lie, 
Beſides, when with bigh Fare, and Nature fir'l, 
To generous Sports of Touth I am inſpir'd, 

All the proud ſhees are ſoft to my Embrace 
From Bitch of Quality down to Turn-ſpit Rate : 
Fach day I try new Miftriſſes and Loves, 

Ner exvy Sovereign Dogs in their Alcoces. 
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Thus happy I of all enjoy the beſt, 
No mortal Cur on Earth yet half fo Heſi'd: 
And farther to enhance the Happineſs, 

All this I get by idleneſs, and eaſe. 

Treth! (faid the Wolf) 7 emvy your Eflate 
Would to the Gods it were but my geod Fate, 
That I might happily admitted be 
A Member of your bleſs'd Society / 

I would with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my place 
In any thing that I might ſerve his Grace : 
Bu, think you, Sir, it would be feaftble, 
And that my Application might prevail ? 

Do but endeavour, Sir, you need not doubt ; 

I make no queſtion but to bring't about : 

Only rely on me, and reſt ſecare, 

Dll ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r ; 

As I'm a Dog of Homer, Sir :——bst the 
I only take the Freedom to advile, 

That you'd a little lay your Roughneſs by, 
And learn to prattiſe Complaiſance, like me. 
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For that let me alone : I'll have a care, 

And top my part, 1 warrant, to @ hair : 
There's not a Cenrtier of them all ſhall vie 
For Fawning, and for Suppleneſs with me. 

And thus refolv'd at laſt, the Travellers 
Towards the Houſe rogerher ſhape their courſe: 
The Dog, who Breeding well did underſtand, 

In walking gives his Gheſt the upper hand : 

And as they walk along, they all the while 
Wirth Micth, and pleafant Raillery beguile 

The redious Tuncand Way, till Day drew ncar, 
And Light came on 3 by whichdid ſoon appear 
The Maſti(l s Neck to view all worn and bare. 


This when his Camrade fpi'd, What means (faid 
he) 


This Circle bare, which round your Neck I ſee 7 
If I may be ſo bold 5-——Sir, you mult know, 
That I at firft was rough, and fierce, like you, 
Of Nature cnri'd, and often apt to bite 


Strangers, and clſe, who ever came in fight : 
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For this I was tied up, and underwent 

The Whip ſometimes, and ſuch light Chaſtiſcment : 
Till I at length by Diſcipline grew tame, 

Gentle, and traflable, as now I am: 

"Twas by this ſhort, and ſlight ſeverity 

T gain'd theſe Marks and Badges, which you ſee : 
But what are they  Allons Monſicur! let's go. 
Not ove ſtep farther: Sir, excuſe me new , 

Much joy t'ye of your exvied, bleſs'd Eftate : 

I will not buy Preferment at that rate : 


AGods name, take your golden Chains for me : 
Faith, I'd not be a King, not to be free: 
Sir Dog, your humble Servant, ſo Godbu'y. 


SOME 


VERSES 


Written in Septemb. 1676. 
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Preſcnting a Book to COSMELI 4. 
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O, humble Gifr, go to that matchleſs Saint, 
Ot whom thou vnly waſt a Copy meant : 
And all, that's read in thee, more richly find 
Compriz'd ia the fair Volume of her mind ; 
Thar living Syſtem, where are (ully writ 
All thoſe high Morals, which 1n Books we meet: 
Eaſie, as in ſoft Air, there writ they are, 


Yet ficm, as if in Brafs they graven were. 
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Nor is her Talent lazily to know 

Asdull Divines, and holy Canters do ; 
She afts what they only in Pulpits prate, 
And Theory to Praftice does tranſlate : 
Not her own Actions more obey her Will, 
Than that obeys ſtrit Virtucs diftares till ; 
Yerdoos not Virtue from her Dury flow, 
But ſhe is good, becauſe ſhe will be fo : 
Her Virruc ſcorns at a low pitch to flic, - 
"Tis all free Choice, nought of Neceſlity : 

By ſuch foft Rulcs arc Saints above conkin'd, 

Such is the Tic, which them to Good does bind. 

The ſcatter'd Glorics of her happy Sex 

In her bright Soul as in their Center mix : 

And all, hat they poſſeſs bur by Rerail, 

She hers by juſt Monopoly can call ; 
Whoſe fole Example docs more Virtues ſhew, 

Than Schoolmen ever taught, or eyer knew, 
No AR dide're within her Praftice fall, 
Whicly for th' atonement of a Buſh could call: 
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No word of hers c're greeted any car, 

But what a Saint at her laſt gaſp might hear: 
Scarcely her Thoughts have ever ſullied been 
With the leaſt print, or ſtainof native Sin: 
Devour ſhe is, as holy Hermits are, 

Who ſhare their time 'rwixt Extaſic, and Prayer : 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 

Who in a Bluſh their fragrant Lives conſume : 

So chaſt, the Dead themſelves are only more, 
Who lic divorc'd from Objefts, and from Power : 
So pure, could Virtuc in a Shape appear, 
"Twould chuſe to have no other Form, but Her : 
So much a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her fo, 

For fear to wrong her with a name roo low : 

Such the Seraphick Brightneſs of her mind, 

I hardly can believe her Womankind : 

Bur think ſome nobler Being does appear, 

Which to inſtr&t che World, has left rhe Sphere, 
And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 
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Or, if ſhe morral be, and meant to ſhow 

The greater Art by being form'd below ; 
Sure Heaven preſerv'd her by the Fall uncurs'd, 
To tell how good the Sex was made at firſt, 


PAR I ING. 
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OO happy had I been indeed, if Fate 
| he made it laſting, as ſhe made it greart ; 
Bur 'rwas the Plot of unkind Deſtiny, 
To lift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy : 
She rais'd my Hopes, and brought them juſt in 


View, 
And then in ſpight the picaſing Scene withdrew. 
So He of old the promis'd Land furvey'd, 
Which hc might only fcc, but never tread : 
So Hcav'n was by that damncd Caitiff ſeen, 
He ſaw't, but witha mighty Gulf between, 
He faw't to be more wretched, and deſpair agen : 


Not 
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Not Souls of dying Sinacrs, when they go, 4 
Aſtur'd of endleſs Miſcrics below, 1 
Thcir Bodics morc unwillingly deſcrr, 


Than I from you, and all my Joys did part. 

As fome young Merchant, whom hus Sire unkind 
Reſigns ta every faithleſs Wave, and Wind; 

If the Kind Miſtriſs of his Vows appear, 

And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Prayer, 
Such Sighs he vents as may the Gale increaſe, 
Such Floods of Tears as may the Billows raiſc : 
And when art lengrh the launching Veſſel flies, 
And fevers firſt his Lips, and then his Eyes ; 
Long he looks back to ſee what he adores, 

And, while he may, views the beloved Shores. 
Such juſt concerns I at your Parting had, 

With ſuch ſad Eycs your turning Face ſurvey'd : 
Reviewing, they purſu'd you out of ſight, 

Then fought to trace you by left Tracks of Light : 
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Complaining of 


ABSENCE: 


EN days (if I forget not) waſlcd arc 
bx year in any Lover's Calendar) 
Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adicu 
To all my Joy, and Happineſs in you: 

And ſtill by the ſame Hindrance am dctain'd, 
Which me at firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain'd* 
Oft I reſolve ro mcer my Bliſs, and then 

My Tether ſtops, and pulls me back agen: 

So, when our raiſed Thoughts ro Heav'n aſpire, 
Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good deſire. 
Curſe on that Man, who Bus'neſs firſt deſign'd, 
And by't cathral'd a free-born Lover's mind ! 


Acurſc 
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A curſe on Fate, who thus ſubjected me, 
And made me ſlave toany thing bur thee ! 
Lovers ſhould be as unconfin'd as Air, 
Free as its wild Inhabitants from Care : 
So free thoſe happy Lovers arc above, 
ES&mpt from all Concerns but thoſe of Love : 
Burt I, poor Lover militant below, 
The Cares, and Troublcs of dull Life muſt know ? 
Muſt toil for that, which docs on others wait, 
And undergo the drudgery of Fare : 
Yet I'll no more to her a Vaſſal be, 
Thou now ſhalt make, and rule my Deſtiny : 
Hence troubleſom Fatigucs ! all Bus'neſs hence! 
This very hour my Freedom ſhall commence : 
Too long that Jilr has thy proud Rival been, 
And mademe by neglcC(ttul Abſence fin ; 
But Il no more obey irs Tyranny, 
Nor that, nor Fateir ſelf ſhall hinder me, 
Henceforth from ſccing, and cnyoying thee. 


Promi- 


Promiſing a 


VISI 
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Ooner may Art, and cafier far divide 
The foft embracing waters of the Tide, 
Which with united Friendſhip till rejoyn, 
Than part my Eyes, my Arms, or Lips from thine 
Sooner it may Time's headlong motion force, 
In which it marches with unaltcr'd courſe, 
Or ſever this from the ſucceeding Day, 

Than from thy happy Preſence force my ſtay. 
Not the touch'd Needle (cmblem of my Soul) 
With greater Rev'rence trembles to irs Pole, 
Nor Flames with ſurer inſtin&t upwards go, 
Than mine, and all their motives tend to you. 


Fly 
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Fly ſwift, ye minutes, and contrat the ſpace 

Of Time, which holds me from hcr dcar Embrace : 
When I am there Ill bid you kindly ſtay, 

Il bid you reſt, and never glide away. 

Thither whcn Bus'neſs gives me a Relcale * 

To lok my Carcs in fofr, and gentle Eafe, 

I'll come, and all arrcars of Kindnchs pay, 

And live o're my whole Abſence in one day. 

Not Souls, relcas'd from human Bodics, move 
With quickcr haſt ro meet their Bliſs above ; 

Than I, wken freed from Clogs, that bind me now, 
Eager to ſeize my Happineſs, will go, 

Should a fierce Angel arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
And threaten Vengeance with his brandiſh'd hand, 
To ſtop the entrance to my Paradiſe ; 

I'll venture, and has flighted Bolrs defpile. 
Swift as the wings of Fear, ſhall be my Love, 

And me to her with equal ſpeed remove: 

Switr, as the motions of the Eye, or Mind, 

Ill thither fly, and leave ſlow Thought behind. 
THE 


THE CARELESS 


Good F ellow. 
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Written, March 9. 1680. 


SONG. 


Pox of this fooling, and plotting of lare, 
na and ſtir has ir kept in the 
Srate ? 
Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicions, and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle, and jar, till chey go by the cars : 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my pate, 
Sol can enyoy my dear Bortle at quiet. 


It. What 


The Good Fellow. 


Whar Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter 
their calc 


And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Water and Maſs ? 
At old Tybarn they never had needed to (wing, * 


Had they been bur true Suby=Rts ro Drink, and their 
King ; 


A Friend, and a Bottle is Ml my deſign ; 


He has no room for Treaſon, that's top-tull of 
Wine. 


HI, 


I mind not the Mcmbers and makers of Laws, 
Let them fir or Prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe: 
Let them damn us to Woollen, I'll never repine 
At my Lodging, when dcad, fo alive I have Wine: 
Yer oit in my Drink I can hardly forbear 
To curic them for making my Claret fo dear. 
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IV, 
| mind not grave Alles, who idly debate 


Abour Right and Sacccſiion, the rriſles of State ; 


We've 2 good King alrcady : and he deſerves laugh- 
ter 


That will trouble his hcad with who ſhall come 
attcr : 


Come, here's to his Health , and I with he may 
be 


As free from all Care, and a!ll Trouble, as we. 


P. 


What care I how Leagucs with the Hollander go ? 


Or Intrigucs berwixt Sidney , and Monſicur 
D Avaux # 


What concerns it my Drinking, it Caſe! be fold, 
It the Conqueror take it by Storming, or Gold ? 
Good Bordeaux alone 15 the placc that] mind, 


And when the Flect's coming, I pray for a Wind 


VI The 


The Good Fellow. 


VI. 


The Bully of Frax:e, that aſpires to Renown 
By dull cutting of Throats, and vent'ring his own ; 
Let him fight and be damn'd , and make Matches, 


and Treat, 


To afford the News-mongers , and Coffec-houſe 
Chat : 


He's bur a brave wretch, while I am more free, 


More ſafe, and a thouſand times happier than 
He. 


VIL 


Come He, or the Pope, or the Devil ro boor, 
Or come Faggor, and Stake ; I care nor a Groat; 
Never think that in Smithfeld I Porters will heat : 
No, I ſwear, Mr. Fox, pray excuſe me for thar. 

I'll drink in dchance of Gibber, and Halter, 
This is the Protcllion, that never will alter. 


SATY R. 


The Perſon of Spencer ts ht in, 
DE hs A —_ the 
Study of Poetry, and ſhewing bow 
little it is efteem'd and encourag'd in 
this preſent eAge. 


NE night, as I was pondcring of late 
On all the mis'rics of my hapleſs Fate, 


Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 

Art all the Pow'rs, which over Poets reign : 

In came a ghaſily Shape, all pale, and thin, 

As ſome poor Sinncr, who by Pricſt had been 

Under a long Lent's Penance, ſtarv'd, and whip'd, 

Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houſe crept : 
Famiſh'd 


#4 SIUIFEMSA 165 
Famiſh'd his Looks appcai'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 
Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin: 
A Wreath of Lawrel on his Hcad he wore, 
A Book, ialcrib & the Fairy Queen, he bore. 
By this I kacw him, coſe, and bow'd, and ſaid, 
Hail revirend Ghoſt ! all hail moſt ſacred Shade ! 


| | Why this great Viſit ? why vonchſaf'd to me, 


The meancſt of thy Britiſh Progeny ? 

Com'ſl thou in my uncal[d, unhallow'd Muſc, 

Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe # 

If fo z, lay on thy Flaxds, ordain me fit 

Fer the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit - 

Let me (I beg) thy great Inftruitions claim, 

Teach me to tread the glorieus paths of Fame . 

Teach me ( for nene does better know than theu) 

How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow, 
Thus did I ſpeak, and ſpoke it in a ſirain, 

Above my common rate, and uſual vein ; 

As if inſpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 

Who with a Frown thus to reply was heard, 
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In ſtile of Satyr, ſuch whercin of od 

He the fam'd Talc of Mother Habberd told. 
I come, tond Idcor, c're it be roo late, 

Kindly to warnthce of thy wretched Fate : 

Take heed berimes, repent, and learn of me 


To ſhun the dang'rous Rocks of Poctry : 

Had I the choice of Fleſh and Blood agua, 

To att once morc in Lite's tumuirous Scene ; 

I'd be a Portcr, or a Scavenger, 

A Groom, or any thing, but Poct here : 

Haſt thou obſcrv'd ſome Hawker of rhe Town, 
Who thro the Streets with diſmal Scream and Tons, 


Crics Matchcs, Small coa!, Brooms, Old Shocs and 
Boors, 


Socks, Scrmons, Ballads, Lics, Ga roi, amd Votes? 
So unrecorded ro the Grave I's go, 

And nothing but the Renter ecl!, who : 

Rather that poor unhcar of Wrach I'd be, 

Than rhe moſt glorious Name in Poetry, 


With all irs boaſted Immortaluy : 


Rather 
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Rather than H>, who funs on Pry? ia's Shore, 
The Grecian Bullics frohrtinos tor a Where : 
Or He of 7h:les, whom Fame fo much cxtols 
For praiſing Jockics, an Now market Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
Tis ſcandal ro be ot thc ( company : 
1 he foul Difcalc is fo prevailing grown, 
© much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 
That ſcarcc a man well-brcd in cither's cam, 


But who has Kill'd, beca often clapr , an otr has 
rium 4d : 


The Fools arc troubled with a Flux of Brains, 
And cach on Paper ſquirts his filthy ſenſe : 

A lcalh of Soancts, and a dull Lampoon 

Ser up an Author, who forthwith is grown 

A man of Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown : 

Ev'n that viic Wretch, who in lewd Veric cac't year 
Dcicribes the Pazcants, and my good Lord May'r, 
Whoſe Works muſt fcrve che next Eicttion Cay 


For makin” Squib;, anFundecr Pics to lay, 
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The Perſon of Spencer is brought in, 
Diſſuadins the «Author from the 
Study of PotT rv, and ſhewing bow 
little it is efteemd and encourag'd mn 


this preſent eAge. 


NE night, as I was pondcring of late 
On all the mis'rics of my hapleſs Fate, 


Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 


Art all the Pow'rs, which over Pocts reign : 

In came a ghaſily Shape, all pale, and thin, 

As ſome poor Sinner, who by Pricſt had been 

Under a long Lent's Penance, ſtarv'd, and whip'd, 

Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houſecrepe : 
Famiſh'd 
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Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin: 
A Wreath of Lawrzel on his Hcad he wore, 
A Book, ialcrib & the Fairy (Jucen, he bore. 

By this I kacw him, cole, and bow'd, and ſaid, 
Tail revirend Ghoſt ! all bail moſt ſacred Shade /! 
= Why this great Viſit ? why vonchſaf'd to me, 

The meancſt of thy Britiſh Progeny / 

Com'ſl thou in my uncal[d, unballow d Muſe, 
Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe : 

If fo x, lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 

Fer the high Cure, avd Miniſtry of Wit : 

Let me (I beg) thy great Inflruſtions claim, 
Teach me to tread the glorieus paths of Fame. 
Teach me ( for none does better know than thou) 
How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow, 

Thus vid I fpcak, and ſpoke it in a firam, 

Above my common ratc, and uſual ven ; 

As if inſpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 

Who with a Frown thus to reply was heard, 
M3 
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In ſtile of Satyr, fuch whercin of o!d 
He the fam'd Talc of Mother Habberd told. 
I come, tond Ideor, c're it be roo late, 
Kindly ro warnthee of thy wretched Fate : 
Take heed berimes, repent, and learn of me 
To ſhun the dang'rous Rocks of Poctry : 
Had I the choice of Fleſh and Blood again, 
To att once morc un Late's tumulrous Scene ; 
I'd be a Porter, or a Scavenger, 
A Groom, or any thing, bur Poct here : 
Haſt thou obſcrv'd ſome Hawker of the Town, 
Who thro the Streets with diſmal Scream and Tone, 


Crics Matchics, Small coal, Brooms, Old Shocs and 
Boors, 


Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lics, Gazcirs, and Vores ? 
So unrecorded ro the Grave I's go, 

And nothing but the Regiſter ecl!, who : 

Rather that poor unhearl of Wretch I'd be, 


Than the moſt glorious Name in Poetry, 


With all irs boaſted Immortality : 
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Rather than H>, who funs on Phryria's Shore, 
The Grecian Bullics fiahrtino tor a Whore : 
Or He of 7h:tes, whom Fame fo much cxtols 
For praiſiag Jockics, ani! New-marke? Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
"Tis ſcandal ro be of the Company : 
The foul Diſcaſe is fo prevailing grown, 
Co much the Faſhion of rhe Court and Town, 
That ſcarce a man well-bred in cither's deemed, 


But who has Kill'd, beca otren clape , and otr has 
rms : 


The Fools arc troubled with a Flux of Brains, 
And cac} on Paper ſquirts his filthy ſcnlc : 

A lcalh of Soancts, and a dull Lampoon 

Set up an Author, who forthwith is grown 

A man of Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown : 

Ev'n that viic Wretch, who in lewd Veric cach year 
Deſcribes the Pagcants, and my good Lerd May'r, 


Whoſe Works muſt ſerve che next Elcftion-Cay 


For makin” Squibs, anFunder Pics to lay, 
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Yer counts himſelf of the inſpired Train, 


And dares in thought the facrod Name profane. 
But is it nowght (thov'lt lay) in Front to fland, 

With Lawrel crown'd by White, cr Loggan's hand? 

Is it net great, and glorions to le bnows, J 

Mark'd out, and gaz'd at thro the wond"ring boy 

By all the Rabble paſſing up and down 

So Oats and Brdlive have been pointcd at, 

And every buſic Coxcomb of the State : 

The mcaneſt Felons who thro I loltorn 20, 

More cycs, and looks than rwenty Pocts draw : 

If this be all, go, havethy poſted Name 

Fix'd up with Bills of Quack, and publick Sham 

To be the ſtop of gaping Prenrices, 

And read by reeling Drunkards, wheathey piſs; 

Or clſcto lic cxpos'd on tradiag Stall, 

While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazerts rotell, 


Mongſt Spanicls loſt that Auchor docs not (ell. 
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Perhaps, fond Fool , thou footh'ſt thy ſelf in 


dream, 


With hopes of purchaſing a laſting Name ? 

Thou think'ſt perhaps chy Triſles ſhall remain, 
Like facred Cowley, and immortal Ben 2 

Bur who of all the bold Adventurers, 

Who now drive on the trade of Fame in Verſe 

Can be enſur'd ia this unfaithful Sca, 

Where there ſo many loſt and ſhipwrack'd be ? 
How many Poems writ in ancient time, 

Which thy Forc-fathers had in great eſlcem, 
Which in the crowded Shops borc any ratc, 

And fold like News-Books, and Afﬀirs of Stare, 
Have grown contemptible, and ſlightcd fince, 

As Fordidg, Fleckno, or the Britiſh Prince ? 

Quarles, Chapman, Heywoed, Withers had Applauſe, 
And 1114, and Ogilby in former days; 

Burt now are damn'd to wrapping Drugs, and Wares. 
And curs'd by all their broken Stationers: 


And 
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And ſo may'ſt thou perchance paſs up and down, 
And plcaſc a while th' admiring Court,and Town, 
Who after ſhalt in Dack-lane Shops be thrown, 
To mould with Silveſter, and Shirley there, 

And truck for pots ot Ale next Stour bridg Fair, 
Then who'l not laugh to ſee th immortal Name 


To vile Mandargns made a Martyr Flame 7 


And all thy deathlcſs Monuments of Wir, 


Wipe Portcrs Tai's, or mount 1a Paper-Kitc 
But, erant thy Pocrry ſhould find ſuccels, 

And (wIwins rarc) the ſqueamiſh Criticks pleaſe ; 

Admit, ut 70a, and prais d, and courtod be 

By this mice Arc, 2nd all Poſteruy ; 

If thou cxpcteil ought but cmpry Fame; 

Condcmn thy Hopcs, and Labors tothe Flame : 

The rich have now Icarn'd enly to admire, 

He, who to greater Favours docs alpurc, 

I mcrccnary thought, and writes to hire : 

Would'ſt rhou to raiſe thine, and thy Countrics 

Chuſe ſome ol Exz///h Hero for thy Theme (Fame, 
Bold 
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Bold Arthar, or great Edward's greater Son, 

Or our fifth /7arry, matchieſs 18 Renown, 

Make 4gincoart, and Crefſy Fickds ourvie 

The ſam'd Lavinian Shores, and Walls of Troy; 
What Scipio, whar Merceras would'ſt thou find, 
What $:2vcy now to thy great Project Kind 2 
Bleſs me ! low nreat Genius ! haw each Line 

I Lig with Senſe ! how glorious a Defren 

Dees thre the whole, aud each Propertion ſhine ! 
Hew lofty all his Thexghts, and bow inſpird [, 
Fity, ſac wi «d"rons Parts are wt preferr'd : 

Crics a gay wealthy Sor, who would nor bail 

For bare five Pounds the Author our of Jail, 

Should he fNarve there, and rot; who if a Brict ) 
Came our the needy Pocts to relieve, 

To the whole Tribe would ſcarce a Teſter give. 
Bur fitry Guinnics for a Whore and Clap ! 


The Pcer's well us'd , and comes off wond"cous 
cheap : 


a* 
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A Poct would be dear, and out o'th' way, 
Should he expett above a Coach-man's pay : 
For this will any dedicatc, and lye, 

And cvawb the gaudy Afs with Flattery ? 

For this will any proſticutc his Senſe 

To Coxcombs void of Bounty, as of Brains : 
Yer ſuch is the hard Fate of Writers now, 


They're forc'd for Alms to cach great Name to 
bow : 


Fawn, like her Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace, 
Commend hcr Bcaury, and bcly her Glaſs, 

By winch ſhe every morning primes her Face: 
Sneak to his Honor, call lum Wity, Brave, 

And Juſt, tho a known Coward, Fool, or Knave , 
And praiſe his Lincage, and Nobility, 

Whoſe Arms at firſt came from the Company. 

Tis fo, 'rwas cver fo, ſince heretofore 


The blind old Bard, with Dog and Bcll before, 
Was fain to ſing for Bread from door to door : 
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The ncedy Muſes all rurn'd Gipſies then, 

And of the begging Trade c're ſince have been : 

Should mighty Sappho in theſe days revive, 

And hope upon her ſtock ot Wir to live ; 

She muſt ro Creſwel's trudg ro mend her Gains, 

And let her Tail to hire, as well as Brains. 

Whar Poer ever fin'd for Sheriff ? or who 

By Wir and Senſe did ever Lord Mayors grow : 
My own hard Ulaye here I nced not preſs, 

Where you have every day before your face 

Plenty of freſh reſembling Inſtances: 

Great Comley's Muſc the ſame ill Trearment had, 

Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid 


Tir ungratetul World, that left ſuch Worth 
paid, 


Waller himſclt may thank Inhcritance 

For what heelſc had never got by Senſe. 
On Butler who can think without juſt Rage, 
The Glory, and the Scandal of the Age ? 
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Fair ſtood his hopes, when firſt he came ro Town, 


Mer every where with welcomes of Renown, 
Courtcd, and lov'd by all, with wondcr read, 
And promiſcs of Princely Favour fel : 

Bur what Reward tor all had he at laſt, 

After a Lite in dull expettance paſs'd ? 

The Wretch at ſumming up lus miſ-ſpent days 
Found nothing lctr, but Poverty, and Praiſc: 
Of all his Gains by Verſe he could not fave 
Enoughto purchaſ: Flanncl, and a Grave: 
Revuc'd ro want, he in duc time fell ſick, 
Was faintodic, and be interr'd on rick : 

And well might blcfs the Fever that was ſent, 


To rid him hence, and his worſe Fate prevent. 


You've {cen whar forrunc other Poets ſhare ; 


View next the Factors of the Thearre : 


That conſtant Mart, which all the year does hold, 
Where Staple Wir is barter'd, bought, and fold ; 


Here trading Scriblers for their Maintainance, 
And Livelihood truſt ro a Lott'ry-chance : 


But 
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But who his Parrs woukl in the Service ſpend, 
Where all his hopes on vulgar Breath depend? | 
Where every Sor, for paying halt a Crown, 
Has the Prerogativeto cry him down ? 
Sidley indecd may be content with Fame, 
Nor carc ſhould an ill-judging Audience damn : 
But Serile, and rhe Reſt, chat write for Pence, 
Whoſe whole Eſtate's an ounce, or two of Brains, 
Should! a thin Houle on the third day appcar, 
Muft ſtarve, or live in Tatrters all the year. 
And what can we expett thar's brave and great, 
From a poor needy Wretch, that writes ro cat ? 
Who the ſucceſs of the next Play muſt wait 
For Lodging , Food, and Cloaths, and whoſe chief 


care 

Is how to ſpunge for the next Mcal, and where ? 
Hadſt thou of old in flouriſhing Athens liv'd, 

When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 

When mighty Sopbecies rhe Stage did ſway, 

And Poets by the State were held in pay; 


'Twere 
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"Twere worth thy Pains to culcivate thy Muſe, 
And daily wondersthen it might produce ; 
Bur who would now write Hackney to a Stape, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age ? 
Go after this, and beat thy wretched Brains, 
And toil to bring in thankleſs Idcots means : 
Turn o're dull Fforace, and rhe Claſſick Fools, 
To poach for Senſe, and hunt tor idle Rules : 
Be free of Tickets, and the Play-houſes, 

To make ſome tawdry Att'rels there by Prize, 


And ſpend thy third Days gains 'rwixt her clap's 
Thighs. 


All Trades, and all Profeſſions here abound, 
And yet Encouragement for all is found: 
Here a vile Emp'rick, who by Licence kills, 
Who every week helps to increaſe the bills, 
Wears Velver, keeps his Coach, and Whore beſide, 
For whar leſs Villains muſt ro 7ybars ride. 
There a dull trading Sor, in Wealth ofregrown 
By thriving Knavery, can call his own 
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A dozen Mannors, and if Fate ſtill bleſs, 
Expetts as many Counrics to pollcls, 
Punks, Panders, Baws, all their due Penſions gain, - 
And everyday the Great Mens Bounty drain : 
Laviſh expence on Wir, has never yer 
Been tax'd amongſt the Grievances of State. 
The 7arky, Gainny, India Gainers be, 
And all but the Poetick Company : 
Each place of Trafhck, Bantam, Smyrna, Zant, 
Greenland, Virginia, Sevil, Alicant, 
And France, that ſends us Dildoes, Lace,and Wine, 
Vaſt profir all, and large Recurns bring in: 
Parnaſſas only is that barren Coaſt, . 
Where the whole Voyage, and Adventure's loſt, 

Then be advis'd, the ſlighted Muſe forſake, 
And Cook, and Daltos for thy ſtudy take : 
For Fees each Term ſwear in the crowded Hall, 
And there for Charters, andcrack'd Ticles bawl: 
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Where M-—=& thrives, and pockets more each 
year 
Than forry Laurcars of the Theater. 


Or elſe ro Orders, and the Church betake 

Thy ſelf, and that thy future Refuge make: 

There fawn on ſome proud Patron to cngage 

Th' Advowſon of caſt Punk, and Parſonage : 

Or ſooth the Court, and preach up Kingly Right, 

To gain a Prebend'ry, and Mitre by't. 

In fine, turn Pcttifogger, Canoniſt, 

Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank, or Prieſt, 

Soldicr, or Merchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 

Jack-pudding, Jugghcr, Player, or Ropedaacer : 

Preach, Picad, Cure, Fight, Game, Pimp,Beg,Chear, 

or Thieve ; 

Be all but Poet, and there's way to live. 
But why do1 in vaiy my Counſel ſpend 

On one whom there's ſo little hope to mend? 

Where I perhaps as fruitleſly exhorr, 

As Lenten Dottors, when they Preach at Court ? 


Not 
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Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they once have tried, 

Not Fops, and Women from Conceir, and Pride, 

Not Bawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 

Nor fear'd unfeeling Sinners paſt Deſpair, 

Are half hard, and ſtubborn to reduce, 

As a poor Wretch, when once poſſefs'd with Muſe, 
If therefore, what I've ſaid, cannot avail, 

Nor from the Rhuming Folly thee recal, 

Bur ſpighr of all chou wilr be obſtinare, 

And run thy ſelf upon avoidleſs Fate ; 

May'ſt thou go on unpiried, till thou be 

Brought to the Pariſh, Bridg, and Beggary : 

Till urg'd by wang, like broken Scriblers, thou | 


Turn Poct to a Booth, a Swuithbfeld Show, 
And write Heroick Verſe for Bertholmew. 


Then ſlighted by the very Nurſery, 
May'ſt thou art laſt be forc'd ro ſtarye, like me. 


A 
SAI YR, 
In Imitation of the Third of 


JOV.EN A 


———— ——_ ———_—— CO A OO IIs as 


Written, May , 16%z. 
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The Pact brings in a Friend of his, giving bim 
an account why be removes from t9 
live uy the Country. 


HO much concern'd ro leave my dear old 
Friend, 


{ muſt however hus Deſign commend 


Of fixing ua the Country : for were I 


As tyee go chule my Reſylgnce, as he; 


in imitation of the Third of Juvenal. 18g 
The Peake, the Fens, the Hutdreds,or Landrend, 

I would prefer to Fleerſtreer, or the Strand. 

Whar place ſo defarrt, and fo wild is there, 

Whoſe Inconvenicncies one would not bear, 


Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 
The falls of Houſes, Knavery of Cits, 
The Plots of Factions, and the noiſe of Wirs, 
And thouſand other Plagues, which upand down 
Each day and hour infeſt the curſed Town ? 

As Fate wou'd have't, on the appointed day 
Of parring hence, I mer him on the way, 
Hard by Milr-+ad, the place fo fam'd of late, 
In Proſe, and Verſe for the great Fattions Treat ; 
Here we ſtood ſtill, and after Complements 
Of courſe, and wiſhing his good Journcy hence, 
Iask'd what ſudden cauſes made him ſhe 
The oncc-lov'd Town, and his dear Company : 
When, on the hated ProfpeR looking back, 
Thus with juſt rage the good old Timon ſpako 
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Since Virtue here in no repute is had, 


—— is ſcorn'd, Learning and Senſe un- 


And Knavery the only thriving Trade ; 
Finding my ſlender Fortune every day 
Dwindle, and waſt inſenſibly away, 
L, like a loſing Gameſtcr, thus retreat, 
To manage wiſclicr my laſt ſtake of Fate: 
While [ have ſtrength, and want no ſtaff to prop 
My totr'ring Limbs, c're Age has made me ſtoop 
Beneath irs weight, c're all my Thread be ſpun, 
And Lifc has yet in ſtorc ſome Sands torun, 
"Tis my Reſolve ro quit the nauſcous Town. 

Let thriving Morecraft chuſe his dwelling there, 
Rich with the Spoils of fome young ſpend-chrift 


Har: 
Let the Plor-mongers ſlay behind, whoſe Art 
Can Truth to Sham, and Sham ro Truth convert ; 
Who ever has an Houſc to Build, or Set, 
His Wie, his Conſcience, or his Oath to let : 


Who 
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Whoever has, or hopes for Offices, 

A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtom-houſc's Place: £ 
Let ſharping Courtiers tay, who there are great 
By purting the falſe Dice on King, and State . 


Where they,who ance were Grooms,and Foot-boys 
known, 


Are now to fair Eſtates, and Honors grow: , 
Nor need we envy them, or wonder muc{!: 
At their fantaſtick Greatneſs, ſince they're ſuch, 
Whom Fortune oft in her capricious freaks 
Is pleas'dro raiſe from Kennels, and the Jakes, 
To Wealth, and Dignity above the reſt, 
When ſhe is frolick, and diſpos'd to jeſt. 

I live in Loxdox > What ſhould Idothere ? 
I cannot lye, nor flatter, nor forſwear : 
I can't commend a Book, or Piece of Wit, 
(Tho a Lord were the Author) dully writ : 
I'm no Sir Sydrephel to read the Stars, 
And caſt Nativites for jpnging Heirs, 


N 4 


iti --  '4 84ATT7R,” 
When Fathers ſhall drop off : no Gadbury , 
Tortell the minute, when the King ſhall dic, 
And you know what—come in: nor canſteer, 
And tack about my Conſcience, whenſoc're, 
Toa new Point, | ſee Religion veer. 
Ler others pimp to Courticr's Lechery, 
I!l draw no Ciry.Cuckold's Curſe on me 2 
Nor would I do it, tho to be made great, . 
And rais'd to the chic{ Miniſters of Stare. , 
Ti:creforc ] think it fit trorid the Town 
Of onc, that is an uſclcſs member grown, 
Beſides, who has pretence to Favour now, 
But he, who hidden Villany docs know, 
Whoſe Breaſt docs with ſome burning Seerct 


glow ? 
By noge thou ſhalt preferr'd, or valucd be, 
Thar troſts thee with an honeſt Secreſie : 
He only may to great men's Friendſhip reach, 
Who Great Mcn, when heglcaſcs, can impeach. 


Le; 


in Imitation of the Third of Juvena!. 18g 

Let others thus aſpire to Dignity 3) +. : 
For me, I'd not their cavicd Grandeur buy 
For a'l th" Exchang? is worth, that Pals will colt, ' 
Or was of latc in the;Scorch Voyage loſt, 
What would it boot, ut 1, to. gain my cnd, 
Forcgo my Quier, and my caſe of mind, 
Still fear'd, at laſt berray'd by my graac Friend, 

Anabcr Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, : 
And not the leaſt, for which I quit the Town, - - 
Is ro behold it made che Common-ſhore, | 
Where France doesall her Filth, and Ordure pour : 
What Spark of true old Eng/i{b rage can bear 
Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, to Lord it hcre 2 
" We'veall our Faſhions, Language, Complements, 
Our Muſick, Dznces, Curing, Cooking theace 
And we ſhall have their Pois'ning too ere long, 
If ill in the improvement we goon. 


What would'ſt chou fay, great Harry , ſhould'ſt 
thou view k 


Thy gawdy flutrring Race of Eng/iſh now, 
Their 


: 
$ 
- 
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Their tawdry Cloaths, Pulvilic's, Eſſences, 

Their Chedrexx Perruques, and thoſe Vanitics, 
Which chou, and they of old did ſodelpile 2 

What would'@ hou fay to fee th' infefted Town 
With the fowl! Spawn of Forcigners o're-run ? 
Hither from Pare, and all Partsthey come, 

The Spue, and Vomit of their Goals at bome ; 

To Court they flock, and to S. Jemes his Square, 
And wrigglc into Great Mens Service there : 
Foot-boys at firſt, till they, from wiping Shooes, 
Grow by degrees the Maſters of che Houſe : 
Ready of Wir, barden'd of Impudence, 

Able with cafe to pur down either FH—— 

Both the King's Player, and King's Evidence : | 
Flippant of Talk, and voluble of Tongue, 

With words at will, no Lawyer berrer hung: 
Softer than flatrering Court-Paraſite, 
Oc City-Trader, when he mcans to cheat : 
No Calling, or Profeſſion comes amils, 

A needy Monfiear can be what he pleaſe, 


Groom, 
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Groom, Page, Valer, Quack, Operator, Fencer, 
Perfumer, Punp, Jack. pudding, Jagger, Dancer 
Give bur the word z rhe Cur will ferch and bring, 
Come over to rhe Emperor, or King : 
Or, if you pleaſe, fly o're the Pyramid, 
Which F—» and the reſt in vain have tried. 
Can I have patience, and endure to ſee 
The paltry Forcin Wretch rake place of me, 
Whom the ſame Wind, and Veſſel brought aſhore, 
That brought prohibited Goods, and Dildoes o're? 
Then, pray, what mighty Privilege is there 
For me, that ar my Birth drew Exg/i/b Air? 
And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 
Run Britriſb Blood, if rhere's no difference 
'Twixt me, and him, the Statute Freedom gave, 
And made a Subyctt of a true-born Slave ? 
Bur nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 
Than the vile Raſcal's fulfom Flatrery : 
By help of this falſe Magnifying Glaſ, —** 
A Lou, or Flca ſhall for a Camel paſs: 
Pro- 


P 
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Produce an hideous Wight, more ugly far .. 
Thanthoſc ill Shapes, which in old Hangings arc, 
HgLmake him ſirait a Bean Garyor appar : 


Commend his Vozce, and Singing, tho he bray 

Worſe than Sir Martin Marr allin the Play : - 

And if be Rhicge ; ſhall praiſe fbr Standard Wit, | 

More ſcurvy ſenſe than Pryx, and Yickars Writ. 
And hbcre's the miſchicf, tho we fay the ſame, © - 

Hes bcliev'd, and we arc thought to ſham: / 

Pg you but (mule, mmcd}atcly the Beaſt 

Laughs our aloud, tho he ne'cr heard the jeſt ; 

Pretend, you're fad, he's preſently in Tears, 

Yet gricves no more than Marble, when it wears 

Sorrow in Mcraphor: bur ſpeak of Heat ; 

0 God" hew ſaltry- ti; * hel cry, and ſweat 

In depth of Wiatcr : ſtrait, if you complain 

Of Cold; the Weather glaſs is ſunk again : 

Then hell call for his Frizc-Campaign, and ſwear, 

'Tis beyond Eighty, hc's in Greenland here. 
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Thus he ſhifrs Scenes, and oft'nerin a day! ::1! // 
Can chavge his Face, than Atorsata Play: . - 1 7/ 
There's nought fo:mean , can ſcape the Gatr'ring 


Not his Lord's Snuff-box, nor tus Powder Sper: ; 
It he but Spit, or pick his Teeth ; he'l cry, 
Flow every thing becomes you ? let me die, 
Tour Lordſhip does it maſt judiciouſly : _ 
And ſwear, 'tis faſhionable, if he Sneeze, 
Extremely raking, and it needs mult pleaſe. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 
From the hot Satyr's rampaat Lechery : | p 
Nor Wye, nor Virgin-Daughter can eſcape, 
Scarce thou thy felt, or Sonavoida Rape: ; 
All muſt go pad-leck'd : if nought elſe there be, | 
Suſpett rhy very Stables Chaſtiry, 
By this the Vermin into Secrers creep, j 
Thus Families in awe they ſtrive to keep. : 


- 
# & 


What 
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What living for an E-glijh man is there, 


Where ſuch as theſe get head, and domineer, 
Whoſe uſe and cuſtom 'is, never to ſhare 
A Friend, bur love to reign without diſpute, 
Withour a Rival, full, and abſolute ? 
Soon as the Inſelt gers his Honor's car, 
And fly-blows ſome of's pois'nous malice there, 
Strait 1'm rurn'd off, kick'd out of doors, diſcarded, 
And all my former Service dif regarded. 

But leaving theſe Mefoears, for fear thar 1 
Be thought of the Silt4eavers Mat iny, 
From the loath'd ſubyeR ler us haſten on, 
To mention other Grievances in Town : 
And further, what Reſpett at all is had 
Of poor men here? and how's their Service paid, 
Tho they be ne' ſo diligent to wait, 
To ſneak, and dance artendance on the Great ? 
No mark of Favour is to be obrain'd 
By one, that ſycs, and brings an empry hand : 


And 
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And all his merit is but made a ſpoer, 

Unleſs he giurt ſome Cormorant at Courr. 14 
Tis now a commen thing, and uſual here, 

To ſee the Son of ſome rich Uſurer = 
Take place of Noblefs, keep his firſt-rate Whore, © 
And for a Vaulring bout, or rwo give more \ 
Than » Guard-Capeains Pay : mean while the 


Of Peers, reduc'd to Poverty, and Need, 
Are fain to trudg to the Baxt-fide, and there 
Take up with Porters leavings, Suburb-Ware, 
There ſpend that Blood, which their great Anceſtos 
Sonobly ſhed at Creffy bererofore, hk 
At Brothel Fights in ſome foul Common-ſhore. 
Produce an Evidence, tho juſt he be, 
As righteous Jed, or Abraham, or He, 


Whom Heaven , when whole Nature ſhipwrack'd 
was, 


Thought worth the ſaving, of all human Race, 
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Or other, who che flaming Deluge ſcap'd, 

When Sodprws Lechers Angels would have rap'd ; 
How rich he.3, muſt the farſt queſtion be, 

Next for his Manners, and Integrity : 
They'l ask, awbar Equipage be kerps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Monty, and Eſtate, 

For Shrieve how oft he has been known to fine, 

And with how many Diſtes he does dine : 

For look what Cafh a perſon has in ſore, 

Juſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more : 

Should I upon a thouſand Bibles Swear, 


And call cach Saint throughout the Calendar : 
To vouch my Oath; it won't be taken here ; 


-410—* oa and Thundcrbolrs (they 
tiunk) 


And Heav'n it ſelf does at ſuch Trifles wink. 

; Beſides, whar ſtore of gibing ſcoffs are thrown 
On one, that's poor, and meanly clad in Town ; 
If his Apparel ſeem bur oyerworn, 

His Stockings out at heel, or Breeches torn ? 


To One 
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One takes occaſion his ript Shooe to flour, x 
And fwears 'thas been at Priſon-grates hung our : 
Another ſhrewdly jeers his coarſe Crevar, 

Becauſe himſclt wears Point : a third his Har, 
And moſt uamercifully ſhews his Wit, 

It it be old, or docs nor cock aright : 
Nothing in Poverty fo ill is born, 

As its cxpoſing men to grinning ſcorn, 

To be by tawdry Coxcombs pils'd upon, 

And made the jeſting-ſtock of cach Buffoon. 

Tarn out there, Friend” (crics onc at Church)rbe Pew 
Is not for ſuch mean ſcoundrel Cars, as you : 

'Tis for your Betters kept : Belike, ſome Sor, 

That knew no Facher, was on Bulks begot: 

But now 1s rais'd to an Eſtate, and Pride, 

By having the kind Proverb on hus fide: 

Let Gripe and Cheatwel take their Places there, 
And Daſb the Scriv'ners gawdy fparkiſh Heir, 
That wears three ruin'd Orphans on his back : 
Mean while you an the Alley ſtand, and ſneak : 

(9) And 
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And you therewith muſt reſt contented, ſince 
Almighty Wealth does pur ſuch difference, ©" 
What Citizen a Son-in-law will rake, 


Bred neer fo well, that can't a Joynter make ? 
Whar man of ſenſe, that's poor, cer fammon'd is 
Amongſt the Commoa-Council to adviſe ? 
Ar Veſtry-Conſults when docs he appear, 
For chooſing of ſome Pariſh-Officer, 
Or making Leather-Buckers for the Choire ? 

Tis hard for any man to riſc, thar feels 
His Virtue clog'd with Poverty art heels: 
But harder 'tis by much in Londov, where 
A forry Lodging, coarſe, and ſlender Fare, 
Fire, Water, Breathing, every rhing is dear : 
Yer ſuch as theſc an carthen Diſh diſdain, 
With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar's Reign, 
Were ſcrv'd, and thought it no diſgrace tv dine, 
Tho they were rich, had ſtore of Leather-Coin. 
Low as their Fortune is, yet they deſpiſe 
A man that walks the ſtreets in homely Frize: 

To 
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To ſpeak the truth, great part of Exg/and now 
In their own Cloth will ſcarce rouchſafe to go: 
Only, the Scatures Penalty ro ſave, 
Some few perhaps wear Woolken in the Grave. 
Here all go gaily dreſt, altho it be 
Above their Mcans, their Rank, and Quality : 
The moſt in borrow'd Gal'antry are clad, 
For which the Tradefmen's Books are ſtill unpaid : 
This Fault is common in the meaner fort, 
That they muſt needs affett ro bear the Port ; 
Of Gentkemen, tho they want Income for'r. 

Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Town 
Therc's nothing without Mony to be done : 
What will you give to be admitred there, 
And brought to ſpeech of ſome Courr-Miniſter ? 
What will you give to have the quarrer-face, 
The ſquint and nodding go-by of his Grace # 
His Porter, Groom, and Steward muſt have Fees, 
And you may ſee the Tombs, and 7ow'r tor leis: 


Oz Hard 
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Har Fate of Suitors! who muſt pay, and pray 
To Livery-ſlaves, yer oft go ſcorn'd away. 

Who c're at Barzet, or S. Albans fears 
To have his Lodging drop abour his cars, 
Unlcſs a ſudden Hurricane befal, 
Or ſuch a Wind as blew old Nell to Hell - 
Here we build flight, what ſcarce our-laſts the Leaſe, 
Without the help of Props, and Burtrreſſes : 
And Houſes now adays as much require 
To be cnſur'd trom Falling, as from Fire. 
There Buildings are ſubſtantial, tho leſs near, 
And kept with care both Wind, and Water-tight : 
There you in (ate ſecurity are bleſt, 
And nought, but Conſcience, todiſturb your Reſt. 

A am for living where no Fires affright, 
No Bells rung back ward break my ſleep at night : 
I ſcarce he down, and draw my Curtains here, 
Put flrait I'm rous'd by the next Houſe onFire: 
Pale, and ha!t dcad with Fear, my felt I raiſe, 
And find my Room all over in a blaze : 


By 
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By this 'chas fciz'd on the third Stairs, and I 
Cannow diſcern no other Remedy, ; 
Bur leaping out at Window to ger free : 
For if the Miſchicf from the Cellar came, 


Be furc the Garret is the laſt, rakes flame. 


The movcables of P——ze werca Bed 

For him, and's Wite, a Piſs-pot by its file, 

A Looking-glafs upon the Cupboards Head, 

A Comb calc, Candleſtick, and Pewter-ſpoon, 
For want of Plate, with Dcsk ro write upon: 

A Box withour a Lid ferv'd to contain 

Few Aurhors, which made up his /'aticas 
And there his own immortal Works were laid, 
On which the barbarous Mice for hunger prey'd ; 
P-——had nothing, all the world dozs know ; 
And yet ſhould he have loſt this Nothing roo, 
No one the wretched Bard would have fuppli'd 


With Lodoing, Houſe room, or a Cruſt of Bread, 


O 3 Bur 


Bur if the Fire burn down ſome Great Man's 
Houſe, 


All trait arc intereſſcd in rhe loſs : 

The Court is ſtrait in Mourning ſurc enough, 
The At, Commencemcat, and the Term pur off; 
Then we Milchances of the Town lament, 
And Faſts arc kepr, like Judgments to prevent. 
Our comecs a Brict immecdiatcly, with ſpecd 
To gather Charity as far as Tweed, 

Nay, while 'tis burning, ſome will ſend him in 
Timber, and Stonc to build his Houſc agen : 
Others choice Furniture : here ſome rarc piccc 
Of Ruben, or Vandike preſented 15: 

There a rich Suit of Merec/act Tapeſtry, 

A Bcd of Damask, or Embroidery : 

One gives a fine Scritore, or Cabinet, 

Another a huge maſlic Diſh of Plate, 

Or Bag of Gold : thus he at length gers more 
Py kind misfortune than he had before : 
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And all ſuſpett it for a laid Deſign, 
AS if hedid himſelf the Fire begin, 
Could you bur be advis'dto leavethe Town, 


And from dear Plays , and drinking Friends be 
drawn, 


An handfom Dwelling might be had in Xexr, 

Sarrey, or Eſſex, ata cheaper Rent 

Than what you're forc'd to give for one half year 

To lie, like Lumber, in a Garret here : 

A Garden there, and Well, that needs ng Rope, 

Engin, or Pains to Crane urs Waters up: 

Warer is there thro Natures Pipes convey'd, 

For which ao Cuſtom, or Exciſc is paid : 

Had I the ſmalleſt Spor of Ground, which ſcarce 

Would Summer half a dozen Graſhoppers, 

Not larger than my Grave, tho hence remote, 

Far as S. Michaels Mexxt, | would go tot, 

Dwell chere content, and thank the Faces tohoor. 
Here want of Reſt a nights more People kills © 

Than all the College, and the weekly Bills 


O4 Where 
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Where none have privilege to ſleep, bur hoſe, 
Whoſe Purſes can compound for their Repoſe : 

In vain I go to bed, or cloke my eyes, 

Mcrhinks the place rhe Middle Region is, ; 
Where I lie down in Storms, in Thunder riſc - 

The reſtleſs Bells ſuch Din in Steeples keep, 


That =_ the Dead can in their Church-yards 


Huzza'sof Drunkards Bell-mens midnight-Rhimes, 
The noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers carly Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coach-men, when they meer, 
And ſtop in turnings of a narrow Streer, 

Sucha loud Medley of confuſion make, 

As drowſic 4—r on the Bench would wake, 

It you walk out in Bug'nchs ner fo prear, 

Ten thouſand ſtops you muſt expect ro meer : 
Thick Crowds in cvery Place you muſt charge thro, 
And lorm your Paſſage, whereloc're you go: 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng, 
And, peetling gn your heels, ihove you along : 


= 


| 
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One with a Board, or Ratter hirs your Head, 
Another with his Elbow bores your fide ; 
Some tread upon your Corns, perhaps in ſport, 
Mecan while your Legs are cas'd all ore with Dirt. 
Here you the March of a flow Funeral wait, 
Advancing to the Church with ſolemn State : 
There a Sedan, and Lacquies ſtop your way, 
That bears ſome Punk of Honorto the Play : 
Now you ſome mighty picce of Timber mect, 
Which rott'ring threatens ruin to the Street : 
Next a huge Portland Stone, for building Faels, 
Ir (cli almoſt a Rock, on Carriage rowls: 
Which, if it fall, would cauſe a Maſſacre, 
And fcrve at once to murder, and interr. 

If what I've faid can't from the Town aftright, 
Conſider other dangers of the Night : 
When Brickbars arc from upper Stories thrown, 
And cmpricd Chamber-pots come pouring down 
From Garret Windows: you have cauſe to blels 
The gentle Stars, if you come off with Pils : 


So 
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So many Fates attend, 8 man had need, 

Ne'cr walk without a Surgeon by his fide : 
And he can hardly now diſcreec be chought, 
That does not make his Will, e're be go our, 

If rlus you ſcape, rwenty to nc, you mect 
Some of the drunken Scowrers of the Street, 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs of warlike Decds perform'sd, 
Of Conſtables ſubdu'd, and Brothels ſtorm's ; 
Theſc, it a Quarrel, or a Fray be muſt, 
Arcill at caſe a nights, and want cheir Reſt, 
For miſchict is a Lechery ro ſome, 

And ſerves to make them ſleep like Laudanum, 

Yet heated, as they are, wuh Youth, and Wine, 

It chey diſcern a train of Flambocs ſhine, 

It a Great Man with his gilt Coach appear, 
And a ſtrong Guard of Foot-boys in the rere, 

The Raſcals ſacak, and ſhrink their Heads for fear. 
Poor me, who uſc no Light to walk abour, 

Save what the Pariſh, or the Skics hang our, 


They 
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They value not : 'tis worth your while rohear 7p 
The ſcuffle, if that be a ſcuffle, where 
Another gives the Blows, I only bear : 

He bids me ſtand : of force | muſt give way, 
For 'rwere a flenſleks thing to diſobey, 

And ſtruggle here, where I'd as good oppoſe 
My ſelf tro P——and his Maſtiffs looſe. 
Who's there ? he cries, and rakes you by the Throat, 
Dog ! are you dumb } Speak quickly, elſe my Foot 
Shall march about your Buttocks : whence d ye come, 
From what Bulk-ridden Strumpet reeking home 2 
Saving your reverend Pimpſhip, where dye ply? 
Hew may one have a Job of Lechery ? 

It you fay any thing, or hold your peace, 

And ſilently go off; 'tis all a caſe : 
Srill he lays on: nay well, if you ſcape fo; 
Perhaps hel clapan Attion on you roo 

Of Battery : nor need he fear romeer 
A Jury to his turn, ſhall do him righe, 
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And bring him in large Damage for a Shooe 

Worn out, beſides the pains, in kicking you. 

A Poor Man muſt cxpe& nought of redreſs, 

Bur Patience : his beſt in ſuch a caſe 

Is ro be thankful for the Drubs, and beg 

That they would mercifully ſpare one leg, 

Or Arm unbroke, and let him goaway 

With Tecth cnough to cat his Mcat next day. 
Nor is this all, which you have cauſc to fear, 

Ofr weencountcr midnight Padders here: 

When the Exchanges, and the Shops arc cloſe, 

And the rich Tradcſman in his Counting-houſc 

To view the Profits of the day withdraws. 

Hither in flocks from Shooter s- Hil! they come, 

To fcck their Prize, and Booty nearcr home : 

Tour Purſe ! they cry ; "tis madncſs to reſiſt, 

Or ſtrive with a cock'd Piſtol at your Breaſt : 

And theſc cach day fo ſtrong and numerous grow 

The Town can ſcarce afford them Jail-room now. 


Happy 
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Happy the cimes of the old Feprarchy, 
E're London knew fo much of Villany : 
Then faral Carts thro Holborn ſcldom went, 
And T yarn with tew Pilgrims was content : 
A leſs, and lingle Priſon then would do, 
And ſcrv'd the City, and the County r00., 

Theſe arc the Reaſons, Sir, which drive me hence, 
To which I might add more, would Time diſpenſe, 
To hold you longer ; bur rhe Sun draws low, 

The Coach is hard at hand, and I muſt go: 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewel ; and when the Town 
From betrer Company can ſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 
Then viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt ; 
There [ll find leiſure tounlade my mind 
Of what Remarques Inow muſt lcave behind: 
The Fruits of dear Experience, which wich thels 
Improv'd will ſerve tor hints, and notices ; | 
And when you write again, may be of uſe 
To furniſh Satyr for your daring Mule. 
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ES, you are mighty wile, 1 warrant, mighty 
wile ! 


| ith all your godly Tricks, and Arrifice, 
Whio thick to chouſe me of my dear and ptcaſant 


Vice. 
Hence holy Sham | in vain your fruiclels Teil : 
Go, and fornc uncxperienc'd Fop beguile, 


» b 
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To ſome taw ent'ring Sinnet cant, and WMne, 
a RK the worth of Drunkcnnels and 
inc. 
I've tried, and prov'd, and found it all Divine: 
ſt is reſolv'd, f will drink on; and die, 
[ll not one mitute loſe, not T, 
To hear your troubleſom Divinity : 
Fill me a rop-full Glaſs, I'll drink it on the Knee, _ 
Confuſion to the next that ſpoils good Company. 


I. 


That Gulp was worth aSoul, lke it, it went, 
And thorowout new Late, and Vigor ſent: 
| fed it wars az ance my Head, and Hearr, 

1 feel it all inall, and all igevery part. 
Let the vile Slaves of Bus'neſs toil, and ſtrive, | 
Who want tbe Leifare, or the Wie to live ; 
While we Life's tedious purney ſhorter make, 
And my. Joys which they lack fence to 


;Thus 
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Thus live the Gods ( if ought above our ſelves 
there be) 


They live ſo happy, unconcern'd, and free: 

Like us they fit, and with a carcleſs Brow 
Laugh at the perry Jars of Human kind below : 

Like us they ſpend their Age in gentle Eaſe, 
—_— drink; for what were all their Heav'n, 


If ſober, and compell'd ro want that Happineſs. 


HI. 
Aſſiſt almighty Wine, for thou alone haſt Power, 
And other I'll invoke no more, 
Aſlift, while wich juſt Praiſe 1 thee adore ; 
Auded by thee, 1 dare thy worth rehearſe, 
In 9:4 Vi the common pitch of groveling 


Thou art the Worlds great Soul , that heav'nly 
Fire, 
, Which doſt our dull half-kindled maſs inſpire. 
We noching galiaac, and above our ſclves produce, 
Till thou do'ſt finiſh Man, «nd Reiatule, 


. Thou 
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Thou art the only ſource of all, the world calls 
great, 
Thou didſt che Poers firſt, and they the Gods create: 


To thee their Rage, their Hear, their Flame they 


owe, 
Thou muſt half ſhare with Art, and Nature too. 
They owe their Glory, and Renown to thee 3 
Thou giv'ſt their Verſe, and chem Erernity. 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
Thar fills her Throat,and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour tound the World too ſtrait a Stage 
For his wide Vidtorics, and boundleſs Rage, 
Got not Repute by War alone, bur thee, 

He knew, he ne'er could conquer by Sobriery, 
And drunk as well as fought for univerſal Mo- 
narchy. { 

IV. 
Pox © that lazy Claret / how it ſtays ? 
Were it again to paſs the Seas ; 
'Twould ſooner be in Cargo here, 
iTis now a long Eaft-ladia Voyage, half a year. 
P __ *Sdeath' 
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'Sdearh ! here's a minute loſt, an Age, I mcan, 
Slipr by, and ner to be retriey'd again. 
For pity ſuffer not the precious Juyce ro die, 
Let us prevent our own, and its Mortality : 
Likeit,our Liſc with ſtanding and Sobciety is pall'd, 
And likeit roo, when dead, can never berecall'd. 
Puſh on the Glaſs, let it meaſure out cach hour, 
For every Sand an Health ler's pour : 
Swift as the rowling Orbs above, 
And let it too as regularly move : 


Swift > Hcav'ns drunken red-fac'd Traveller , the 
n, 


And never reſt, till his laſt Race be done, 
Till rime it ſelf be all run out, and we 
Have drunk our ſclves into Etcrnity, 


V, 


Six in a hand begin! we'll drink it ewice apicce, 
A Health to all that love, and honor Vice. 
Six more as oft to the great Founder of the Vine. 
(A God he was, I'm fure, or ſhowld have been) 
The 
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The ſecond Fathcr of Mankind 1 mcanr, 
He, when the angry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When for their Crimes our ſinful Race was 
drown'd, 


The only bold, and vent'rous man was found, 


Whodurſthe drunk agen, and with new Vice the 
World rcplant. 


The mighty Patriarch 'rwas of bleſſed ME- 


mory, 
Who icap'd ia the great Wreck of all Mortality, 
And ſtock'd the Globe afrefh with a brave drink- 
ing Progeny. 
In vain would ſpightful Nature us reclaim, 
Whoto ſmall Drink our Iſe thought fie to daran, 
And ſet us our o'th' reach of Wine, 


In hope ſtrait Pounds could our vaſt Thirſt con- 


He taught us firſt with Ships the Scas roroam, 
Taught us from Forcin Lands to fetch ſupply. 


Rare Art! that makes all rhe wide world our 
home, 


Makes every Realm pay Tribute t5 our Luxury. 
P 2 VI. Adicy 
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VI. 


Adieu poor tott'ring Reaſon | rumble down ! 
This Glaſs ſhall all thy proud uſurping Powers 


drown, 
And Wir on thy caſt Ruins ſhall creft her Throne , 
Adicu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life ! 
wy —y our Joys, with all our Pleaſure art at 


I've ſomething brisker now to govern me, 
A more exalted noble Faculty, 
Abovethy Logick, and vain boaſted Pedantry. 
Iniorm me, if you can, ye reading Sors, what 'ris, 
That guides tl' uncrring Deities : 
They no baſc Reaſon to their AQtions bring, 


Burt move by ſome more high , more heavenly 
thing, 


And are without Deliberation wiſe : 


Evn ſuch is this, at leaſt 'tis much the ſame, 
For which dull Schoolmen never yet could find a 


name, 


Call 
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Call ye this madneſs ? damn that ſober Pool, 


(Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher , fore reas'ning 
Tool) 


Who the reproachful Term did firſt deviſe, 
And broughta ſcandal on the beſt of Vice. 
Go,ask me, what's the rage young Prophers feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel : 
Drunk with the Spirits of infusd Divinity, 
They rave, and ſtagger, and are mad, like me, 


VIL 


Oh, what an Ebbof Drink have we ? 
Bring, bring a Deluge, fill us up the Sea, 
Let the vaſt Occan be our mighty Cup; 
We'll drink't, and all its Fiſhes too like Loaches up. 
Bid the Canary Fleet land here: we'll pay 
The Fraight, and Cuſtom too defray : 
Ser every man a Ship, and when the Store 
Is cmptied ; let them ſtrait diſpatch, and Sail for 
more : 


(Tis 
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Ware 3 hoc thee moet: This Round _ 
ſhall {wallow, 


Chanpaghn Logon. and Burganly ſhall (lie. 
Quick s forcital Loyracs ; r 
We'll flarve his Army, all their Quartersdrain, 
And without Treaty ptr an end to the Campagn. 
Go, {cr tle Unaverde a tilt, rurn the Globe wp, 
Squeeze our thelaſt, rhe Gow anwillug Drop : 
A pox of empry Nawee | fexcilhe World's drawn 
dry, : 
is tiqn© we © Quit mortality, 


Tis time we now give out, and die, 
Leſt we ate plagu'd with Dulncſs and Sobricry, 
Beſet with Link-boys, we'll in triumph go, 


Js TIES 


A Troop of five ring Ghoſts c down to the Shadcs 
below : 


eil ; Drunk 
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Drunk we'll march off, and rcel into the Tomb, 
Natures convenient dark Retiring-Room ; 

And there, from Noiſe remov'd, and all crumultuous 

ſtrife, 

_—_— dull Fatigue, and long Debauch of 


[Tries to go off, but tumbles down, and falls 
aſleep. 


